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MAJOR-GENERAL SIR NEIL DOUGLAS, 
k. c. b. and k . c. h. 


Richmond Barracks, Dublin, 
June 18th, 1844. 

My dear General, 

Our acquaintance commenced longer ago than 
' I choose at present to mention, and it was ripened 
into the more lasting feeling of friendship in the 
sunny clime of Italy, where I had the advantage 
of having you for my travelling companion, when 
we visited Elba, the then resting-place of the 
great Napoleon. 

Now, as our sojourn in that island, and our 
intercourse with that surprising man, will be 
among the chief “ Adventures” in the work I now 
offer to public notice, I hope you will accept the 
dedication of that work as a tribute of the high 
respect I entertain for your renown as a soldier, 
and your talents, information, and amiable social 
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DEDICATION. 


attributes as a man ; and still more as a token 
of my esteem for your endearing qualities as a 
sincere friend. 

You will perceive, that I have dated this Dedi- 
cation on a day glorious in the annals of England, 
and one in which you took a distinguished part. 

I have the honour to be, 

My dear General, 

Your most respectful and obedient Servant, 
Montgomery Maxwell, 

Colonel and Lieut.-Col. 36th Regiment. 


Digitized by 


Google 



PREFACE. 


The Adventures, which I here submit to the 
public, are an actual transcript from the earlier 
parts of a voluminous diary I have been in 
the habit of keeping for many years past, — even up 
to the present moment ; and possibly not the least 
curious part of my Journal will be found to re- 
late to the Emerald Isle, where I have had the 
pleasure of being quartered for the last two years 
and a half, since my return with my regiment 
from North America. 

The present volumes are chiefly occupied in 
essaying to paint some of my Italian “ adven- 
tures, many of the principal scenes of which are 
laid where Rowe placed those of his “ Fair Pe- 
nitent * — in Genoa — where I was quartered nearly 
two years, and to which attractive place I have 
often since returned ; so that if the “ love pas- 
sages” between “ Gay Lotharios” and “ capti- 
vating Calistas” obtrude themselves too often 
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on the reader’s notice, I frankly, but at the same 
time most respectfully adduce, that to attempt 
to designate or to pourtray, the fervent, blood- 
stirring, sun-shiny clime of fair Italy (where 
the little god runs riot) without occasionally ven- 
turing to describe what appears to be the whole 
occupation of the inhabitants, would be like the 
man who invented a machine to tell the time of 
day, and omitted to put a dial plate to it. 

Lord Byron has admirably depicted what I 
mean, in his “Bride of Abydos,” where he makes 
the Giaour exclaim : 

" The cold in clime, or cold in blood, 

Their love it scarce deserves the name ; 

But mine was like the lava's flood, 

That boils in Etna's breast of flame.” 


And such it is in the heart of almost every Ita- 
lian I have come in contact with, for in that land 
it may be truly said : 

“ Love rules the court, the camp, the grove, 

For love is heaven, and heaven is love !” 


I must crave pardon for any errors, inac- 
curacies, or repetitions that may have crept into 
my pages, and which may readily be accounted 
for in a work of this nature, considering that it 
was invariably scribbled off a briglia sciolta , if I 
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may so express myself ; for I was eager to commit 
to paper the passing events of the hour, before 
the freshness of them escaped my memory ; and 
had I, at an after period, ventured to tamper with 
them, it would probably have destroyed the 
very zest and animus that I trust will be the 
means of recommending these “ Adventures” to 
the favour of an indulgent public, and at no 
distant period warrant a continuation of them at 
my hands. 
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We have both, my dear S , been pretty 

well buffeted about the world since we took the 
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parting shake at Messina, which, (if you recol- 
lect) was shortly after our delightful trip to 
Syracuse, Augusta, and Etna. At the latter, I 
well recollect our mounting, hand in hand, to 
the summit of that stupendous mountain; at the 
former, plunging our paws into the Arethusian 
fount; at the same time taking a sly peep at 
some sun-burnt wenches, who were doing duty 
as the nymphs of that celebrated place, but in 
more modern guise, and instead of laving their 
polished limbs in the limpid stream for pleasure, 
they were more usefully employing their dark 
brown stumps in treading cloths for profit. 

By the same token you may remember, it was 
by one of these fair ones your youthful heart was 
smitten, on your first arrival in Sicily, when you 
brought a most inconvenient stock of morality 
and modesty from your native country — articles 
little understood, and less valued in this: for 
when, lover like, you had for six long months 
passed and re-passed the palace that contained 
the princess of your affection, throwing amorous 
glances in at the windows, and heart-burning 
sighs at the door at which your Dulcinea took 
her station in vain ; when, I say, you did muster 
up courage to tell her your passion and its re- 
quirements, do you remember her reply ? 
“ Sarei troppo felice si vostra excellenza mi f arete 
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Tonore !” ( 4< I should be too happy if your excel- 

lency would do me the honour.”) 

It is to be presumed you have now rubbed off 
a little of your rusticity, and treat not the Spanish 
dames in that distant fashion, and that the siege 
of Ciudad Rodrigo and storming of Badajos 
have at length taught you manners. 

Now, to give you a succinct account of myself 
since these by-gone days, and commence our 
correspondence, which I intend, after concluding 
this missive, to do in due form, by arranging the 
whole into chapters. Still continuing to make 
you duly acquainted with my thoughts, move- 
ments, and actions, in the same free, easy, and 
conversational style I have been wont heretofore 
to do — in the shape of Extracts from my Note- 
Book — which I shall either present to you at 
meeting, or transmit from time to time, as oppor- 
tunity offers. 

Be it known to you, then, that whilst you were 
hurried off to more brilliant exploits in the 
Peninsula, I was doomed to languish a little 
longer amidst the plots and counterplots of this 
cunning and intriguing race ; with Murat and 
his legions in our front, the queen and her 
emissaries in our rear. 

There have been lots of sport for Signor 
Odiardi, whom you may recollect was General 
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D.’s head thief-taker. The plot was got up 
and fostered under the sovereign influence of 
Queen Caroline ; and the first honourable gentle- 
man who helped to stretch a rope, was the chief 
of the police at Messina, a captain in his Sicilian 
Majesty’s army, who, in my opinion, was basely 
sacrificed, for the purpose of screening the designs 
of a treacherous court, — whose attempts to sell 
Sicily, and drive out the English, were happily 
discovered at the time, and rendered abortive, by 
the vigilance of Lord William Bentinck, whom 
her Sicilian Majesty, the chief exciter of this 
movement, hated in her heart, and used to desig- 
nate the Corporal , from his always quoting his 
orders from the “ Home Government.” Ferdi- 
nand, her spouse, took little interest in state 
affairs, the height of his ambition being to be 
thought the best sportsman in his dominions, 
and the most adroit gulper of maccaroni ! 

I had the curiosity to attend this trial, which was 
most indecently hurried over; the unfortunate 
captain, and ci-devant chief of the police, being 
led from the bar of his judges to the scaffold ; 
—the said judges not being allowed to eat, 
drink, or sleep, till the close of their proceedings ! 

We afterwards made a short excursion into 
Calabria, had some affairs of posts, and laid 
siege to Scylla Castle, but were forced to start 
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from it one fine day, in double quick time — leav- 
ing our implements of war, baggage, &c. ; and a 
devil of a race we had of it, neck and neck ; ten 
minutes more would have made the difference 
between the French and us getting possession of 
the boats. 

The Calabrese are a sad set. I recollect -a 
ferocious looking fellow coming into our camp 
on the heights of Mylse one morning, and squat- 
ting down near my hut, to regale himself with 
the contents of his pocket, in pulling out which, 
he also drew out a human hand, which dropped 
on the ground. Coolly picking it up, and pocket- 
ing it, he commenced the rest of his collation ; 
perhaps reserving that for a bonne-bouche. On 
my asking him the meaning of this disgusting 
sight, he replied, in his barbarous Calabrese patois, 
and again exhibiting the deadly paw, “ Chiestafui 
la magno (Tun nemigo mio (this was the hand of 
mine enemy ;) which he acknowledged he had 
cut off the preceding night, first having killed 
his victim. 

I must here (somewhat “ by-the-bye”) relate 
an adventure that recently befell a friend of mine, 
— commenced in this blood-stirring clime by 
that malicious rogue Cupid ; brought to maturity 
in the presence of Mars ; and very nearly con- 
ducted to a close by that ugly fellow, Death. 
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If you recollect where Lieutenant D , a 

wild hairum-scarum sort of a chap, and myself, 
lodged in Strada Mezzodi, in the good town of 
Messina, there was almost directly opposite to 
our quarters, and completely within eye-shot, (a 
term well understood in this country, where 
every house has a balcony, and every female 
parades herself in it,) a Calabrian family, a com- 
ponent part of which was a very beautiful girl of 
about seventeen, with the fine Grecian features 
that many of her countrywomen possess. 

This young lady, like many others of her sex 
in this indolent and dolce far niente climate, was 
very often either at the window or in the bal- 
cony, as was also my young friend Lieutenant 

D n, “ as is the custom of war in like cases.” 

Their eyes naturally met. Shy and sly glances 
at first, were soon followed by bolder and more 
amorous ones ; from whence they at length na- 
turally proceeded to nods and signs. In fact, a 
man placed in such a position, with a lovely girl 
for his vis-a-vis , that girl an Italian, and that man 
a soldier, could, I must maintain, do no less than 
make love to her. At all events, the gay lieute- 
nant pursued this plan on the present occasion, 
and, as he has often since assured me, with no 
evil intention whatever, his affections at the 
moment being in the keeping of a fat Sicilian 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



A LOVE ADVENTURE. 


7 


songstress, who lived next door, arid who, by 
some magic spell which the Italians, and more 
especially les gens de theatre , understand, (al- 
though by no means handsome,) held his heart 
in thraldom. 

The minor plot had been arranged by signs, at 
which all classes in this country are adepts, and 
the thoughtless lieutenant came to the conclusion 
that the fair Antonia could come, hold a parley, 
and return, unobserved by her family. In this 
he was sadly mistaken, as the sequel will show. 

One evening, on retiring from mess, and ap- 
proaching my own door, the gay Lothario having 
preceded me but a few minutes, I beheld a young 
lady first flying across the street, and then rush- 
ing past me in the passage, seemingly in great 
agitation, and exclaiming, " Per Tamor di Dio, 
chiudete la porta ! chiudete la porta!” (For God’s 
sake, shut the door, shut the door!) 

As I had previously been ignorant of the dumb- 
show arrangements that had been carried on 
across the street, I was totally at a loss to com- 
prehend the scene that now took place. 

I found, on mounting the stairs, Lieutenant 

D urging the fair fugitive to be calm, whilst 

she continued to enjoin him to barricade the 
door. Almost immediately I heard a dreadful 
noise, increased by the barking of three dogs 
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confined in the stable below, and which on the 
present occasion had acted the part of blood- 
hounds, serving, no doubt, by their baying from 
the commencement, to attract the notice and 
direct the steps of her pursuers; having been, as 
was natural enough, aroused by the sudden in- 
gress of the bella signoriua. 

I had just time to lay hold of my fowling- 
piece ; my friend, the lieutenant, grasped a rusty 
razor ; whilst my Jidus Achates , ’ycleped Peter 
Linnet, appeared on the scene, brandishing a 
huge frying-pan. 

At this moment both doors were burst open 
with a tremendous crash, and in rushed six 
furious-looking fellows, followed by three females, 
one calling for Antonia, another for her daughter, 
others for sister and sister-in-law. The women 
immediately began kissing and coaxing myself 
and the lieutenant, whilst the men attempted to 
collar us ; and two of the fair creatures took it 
by turns to move our compassion by displaying 
their forms on the floor, in those elegant attitudes 
produced by that dernier resort of female inge- 
nuity — hysterics ; the men endeavouring, at the 
same time, to persuade us to deliver up the fair 
fugitive, by exhibiting the handles of their sti- 
lettos, which they adroitly concealed up the 
sleeves of their coats — the mode in which almost 
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all Calabrians and Sicilians carry this deadly 
weapon about their persons. 

I was resolute in resisting their request ; and 
my conscious innocence of being principal actor 
in this awkward scene, raised my nerves to the 
sticking point. At the same time I pledged my- 
self that the honour of the fair damsel should be 
held sacred. Meanwhile the poor lieutenant hung 
his head and shrugged his shoulders, apparently 
coming to the calculation in his own mind, u que 
le jeu ne valoit pas la chandelle F although he 
felt he was in honour bound (as she had sought 
his protection) to prevent their wreaking their 
vengeance on the beautiful delinquent, who had 
ensconced herself in a .small closet, or rather 
cupboard, off Lieutenant D.’s room, where she 
had bolted herself in. 

I strenuously urged the retreat of the pursuing 
party, agreeing that the father (as great a savage 
as I ever beheld) should remain behind, as a 
proof of our honest intentions. 

About this period of the baruffa , a fellow-sol- 
dier, Captain G., a next door neighbour, arrived 
with his servant, the first, for lack of more deadly 
weapon, grasping a clasp-knife, and the other 
with the leg of a table ! 

When the fair maiden came forth from her 
hiding-place, which it took the persuasions of 

b 5 
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nearly an hour, urged through the keyhole, to 
effect, a council of war was held, and it was re- 
solved that the weeping Antonia should be con- 
signed* for the night to the custody of the lady of 
the gallant gentleman with the clasp-knife ; pre- 
vious to consenting to which, we made her father 
swear that he would not touch a hair of her head, 
nor force her to marry a fellow she did not like 
— which I verily believe was the main motive 
for her flight. Whilst the ferocious-looking 
parent was pronouncing the oath, the poor girl 
emphatically exclaimed, “ M ’ inganeranno ! M'in- 
ganeranno /” (“ They will cheat me ! They will 
cheat me !”) 

The procession now proceeded to deliver her 
over to the care of the captain's helpmate, when 
a rescue was undertaken by a butcher, his wife, 
and his apprentices, who lived directly opposite, 
and who were friends of the Calabrese family, 
and they succeeded in dragging her into their 
shop. 

At this interference the lieutenant became 
furious, and I must say I felt myself much an- 
noyed ; accordingly we both made a desperate 
push, and presently found ourselves in the 
slaughter-house, amidst the astonished butcher- 
boys. 

The cattle-killer and his rib, seeing our deter- 
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mination, became more civil, and promised most 
faithfully, if we would leave the dejected fair one 
with them, that they would not, till the morrow, 
deliver her up to her enraged family ; and they 
swore (kissing the cross repeatedly, and solemnly 
kneeling) to abide by this compact, — which, of 
course, Sicilian like, they broke before the expira- 
tion of the night. 

A crowd had by this time collected in the 
street, and who should present herself before the 
bewildered lieutenant, but the fair warbler, re- 
turned from her theatrical avocations ! 

The lieutenant tried to explain; but the can- 
tatrice was inexorable, and proceeded to let loose 
all the fury of her jealousy upon him. The by- 
standers, it appeared, had previously made her 
acquainted with the part enacted by the young 
soldier. At last, and with more than woman's 
strength, and almost with a maniac’s power, 
to the surprise and dismay of all, she forced 
the knife out of the captain’s hand, and plunged 

it into the breast of Lieut. D . This done, 

she fainted, and was carried off the scene. 

The screeching and yelling that now took place 
amongst the female part of the community, and 
the oaths and execrations of the men, are not to 
be described. Luckily, however, the guard re- 
turning from the theatre came to our assistance ; 
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the wounded lieutenant was carried to his bed, 
and a surgeon sent for, who luckily found his 
hurt but of trifling consequence, the point of the 
knife having first come in contact with one of the 
breast-buttons of his coat. 

The singing lady was incarcerated, much to the 
distress of her wounded inamorato ; and the affair 
ended by the poor signorina being allowed to 
enjoy her freedom for a few days — apparently 
unrestrained, — when the mask was thrown off, 
and she was hurried to church, and united, 
literally at the point of the stiletto, to her Cala- 
brian lover; for her father actually (as I was 
told,) kept pricking her from behind, when she 
seemed inclined at the altar to refuse the man 
she loathed ; he whispering in her ear, that in- 
stant death should be her doom in case of re- 
jection ! 

The evening preceding this barbarous cere- 
mony, the poor girl had made a second attempt 
to escape, and on the night of the forced mar- 
riage, the dejected lieutenant and myself, as we 
lay <on our sick couches, (for the day after the 
fracas , my horse had fallen with me, and broken 
my arm,) heard tlie most heart-rending screams 
uttered by the disconsolate signora. Her brutal 
husband, supposing that her abhorrence of him 
proceeded from her attachment to D., was heard 
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to vow he would take the lieutenant’s life as an 
atonement for the lost affections of his cara sposa. 

The affair ended by the poor lieutenant realising 
the proverb of the two stools : one of his flames, 
Antonia, being carried off to Calabria, and the 
fair songstress, when she was released from du- 
rance, betaking herself in disgust to Palermo, of 
which place she was a native. 

On recovering from my accident, I was re- 
moved to the citadel of Messina, which was at this 
time garrisoned by the 10th regiment and De 
Rolls, and which, as you know, is a fine fortification, 
and in a very salubrious situation. Soon after- 
wards I was gratified by witnessing one of the 
wonders of this wonderful country. But, as the 
commencement of this exciting scene was intro- 
duced to my notice by the afore-named Peter 
Linnet, I had better introduce Peter in due form. 

Peter Linnet is “ a broth of a boy,” and seldom 
at a loss ; very fond of moistening his clay ; with 
considerable wit, rather a demure rubicund coun- 
tenance, lit up by a roguish-looking light-blue 
small eye ; slow in his gait and manner ; some- 
what taciturn, but when he does give utterance 
to his ideas, giving evidence that he had early 
licked the blarney-stone; is upon the whole a 
useful sort of fellow, but an incorrigible drunkard. 
I had in vain tried to cure Peter of this last- 
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named besetting sin, and had often accused him 
of being drunk, which he always as stoutly denied. 
Not long since, on my return from mess one 
evening, my friend Peter, in stooping to place his 
hand on the toe of my boot, already with the heel 
of it in the boot-jack, lost his balance and stood 
on his head, with his heels high in air. I imme- 
diately exclaimed, delighted at having at length 
proof positive — 

“ Now, you scoundrel, will you at length con- 
fess that you are drunk V 9 

Peter recovered his balance, stood pretty erect, 
endeavouring soldier-like to get his heels to- 
gether, and his hands to his sides, and staring at 
me with a half-bewildered and detected look, he 
collected himself, and making a bend with his 
head, and a scrape with his foot, said — 

“ Well, please your honour, for this time, I’ll 
leave it to you.” 

, This quintessence of politeness disarmed me, 
and I let the matter drop. The next morning, 
when he came into my room, I observed the 
atmosphere to be very dark, and on getting out 
of bed and going to the window, I found a con- 
siderable lair of a black powder laying in the sill 
of the windows, and some adhering to the window 
glass, at the same time that it was blowing a gale 
of wind. On asking the cause of this, Peter 
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said, “ By J s, the men all say that the pow- 

der magazines have been burst open during the 
night, and all the gunpowder is flying about.” 

I immediately dressed ; the air was darkened, 
and my face covered with black grains, ap- 
parently of charcoal. The cause was soon known : 
a grand eruption of Mount Etna had burst forth, 
and the wind blowing in the direction of Messina, 
had carried these black ashes a distance of nearly 
sixty miles. A slight shock of an earthquake had 
been felt. 

There had not been so great an eruption for 
many years, and various parties set out during 
the day and next night, to witness it. Seven 
distinct craters had been formed, 

“ Bursting from seven mouths that gaped like hell ;* 

and, to add to the grandeur of the conflagration, 
all of them were in and about the commencement 
of the woody region, and within ten miles of the 
great crater. 

I obtained leave to visit the scene ; and when I 
arrived at Tormina, whence the view of the 
mountain is most striking and magnificent, the 
appearance was awful ; but when I approached the 
stream of liquid lava, upwards of three miles in 
breadth, and heard the deafening sounds of the 
largest of the newly-formed craters, it appeared 
as if ten thousand cannons were roaring, — 

“ As if the earth threw stars to heaven.” 
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Some of the rocks that were thrown up were 
larger than the largest castle in Sicily. It was 
as if some giant magician had taken seventy- 
four guns-ships, and tossed them high in air, as a 
juggler does his balls. 

It happened to be a cloudy dark night, which 
exhibited this grand and fearful scene to greater 
advantage. The awful flood of liquid stone tilled 
up valleys and climbed over mountains, carrying 
all before it, and houses and cultivated grounds 
were swept off and covered up in fearful succes- 
sion. As the fiery stream issued from the woody 
region, where it had first burst forth with terrific 
grandeur, women and men were seen kneeling, 
beating their breasts and wailing. Priests were 
in attendance, crucifixes were carried, saints and 
saintesses invoked, the efficacy of each being tried 
in turn ; and, at last, a celebrated one who 
had been lucky enough to arrest the progress 
of a great eruption many years before, was 
sent for from Catania : I think it was Saint 
Juseppe. 

A party of us sat down by the side of the burn- 
ing lava, lighted our cigars, and gazed in won- 
der and admiration at the sublimity of this in- 
describable scene. The contents of our haversacks 
were produced, and we bivouaced for the night 
close to the flaming torrent, and watched all 
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night the progress of the never-to-be-forgotten 
spectacle around us. 

On ray return to head-quarters, troops were 
ordered to occupy Palermo, and I was one of 
those selected. Lieut. D., as belonging to my 
company, also went, and soon made his peace 
with the singing signora, who had taken such 
deep root in his affections, that he could not 
eradicate her thence, although he was of that 
light buoyant disposition which allows nothing 
seriously to affect it for any length of time. 

I must not omit to mention, that amongst the 
numerous English who visited Messina, I be- 
came very intimate with S d and .Frank 

S h, with whom one of my brothers visited 

Greece, as well as with that nice young fellow 
Lord Plymouth, and his friend Edward Drum- 
mond, with whom I had many a racket tustle. 
His Lordship was an admirable player. 

I used to frequent the racket court daily, and 
once, when I found that iced lemonade would not 
cool me sufficiently, I tried a salt-water bath, by 
plunging into the ocean, just outside the port of 
Messina, and pretty close to old Charybdis. The 
next morning I sounded for Peter Linnet about 
daybreak, and when he entered, to his astonish- 
ment and my own, I was turning round and 
round in my bed like a tee-totum, with frightful 
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thirst upon me, but with a horror of drinking. 
Peter consoled me by telling me — 

“ Be the powers, it’s the hydracopia; y’ve 
got the falling sickness. That young dog that 
died t’other day has done your business.” 

And then he set up a regular Irish howl. 

I began to be myself somewhat alarmed, as 
my brother, the captain of the “ Alceste,” had a 
short time before given me a young pointer, 
which had, as I supposed, died with distemper,* 
having previously bitten me, whilst foaming at 
the mouth as I was administering medicine to 
him. Peter’s ejaculations brought all the cir- 
cumstances fresh to my memory, and I booked 
myself to be smothered between two feather-beds. 
I luckily, however, told Peter to bring me some 
hot tea, which I was determined to try and 
swallow, as the test of my disorder. This he 
soon did, and the first mouthful relieved me; 
and before I had swallowed the basinful I was 
much better. When the doctor arrived, he said 
I had done perfectly right, and that my malady 
arose from checked perspiration, caused by my own 
folly in having bathed at so improper a moment. 

Colonel D. of the artillery being at this period 
ordered to Syracuse on some duty, I got leave to 
accompany him, for the benefit of change of air. 
Whilst there, Lord and Lady Amherst and family 
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arrived. Lord Amherst was then ambassador at 
the Sicilian court, and was making a tour through 
the island. The German General who com- 
manded at Syracuse, General H., sent an in- 
vitation for Colonel D. and Major F r, the 

commanding officer of artillery at Syracuse, to 
meet his lordship at dinner the next day, leaving 
me out, which I thought (being a stranger and a 
visitor) mighty ungenteel. At the same time, 
he intimated that his lordship would hold a 
levee on the morrow, at which all officers were 
expected to attend. 

At first I rebelled, and refused to go, as I 
thought I had been improperly left out. But I 
was cajoled to attend the levee by my friends, 
and as it was a duty to the representative of 
Majesty, I swallowed the affront put on me by 
the German, and presented myself at his house, 
where the ambassador and his family were so- 
journing. 

A circle of officers was formed, and I, some- 
what sulky, made a part of it. His lordship 
arrived, smiling and bowing, and as soon as 
he had entered the ring, he came up to me, asked 
if my name was Maxwell, and said that my strong 
resemblance to my brother Murray had attracted 
his attention ; and ultimately he carried me off 
(to the astonishment of old St , who, instanter , 
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sent me an invitation to meet his Lordship,) 
and presented me to Lady Amherst and 
the lovely Lady Maria Windsor, then a blush- 
ing, blooming maiden of “sweet seventeen.” 
Her tournure was finished, according to the most 
approved model described by Hogarth in his 
Analysis of Beauty. I afterwards met her 
ladyship on the top of Etna, and had the 
honour of dancing with her at one or two balls 
at Messina. 

Though I have, as you may well think, swelled 
this epistle to an unconscionable length, I feel 
th e furor scribendi still so strong upon me, that I 
cannot refrain from giving you one more trait of 
the chief of these realms, which I confess, not- 
withstanding all my previous knowledge of this 
monarch of maccaroni, this modern Nimrod, and 
his unmonarchal pusuits, not a little surprised me. 
During the season of tunny-fishing, which is car- 
ried on to a great extent on various parts of the 
coast, I rode with a friend to the Baggaria, dis- 
tant about nine miles from the capital, where 
there is a very large fishery, and where at this 
time Ferdinand was participating in the royal 
diversion. 

We had our attention attracted by a state 
courier galloping with breathless speed along the 
beach ; and almost at the same moment we per- 
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ceived his Majesty get into a small boat, in which 
he continued standing, whilst two athletic Sici- 
lians, with all their might, rowed him to the 
strand where we had taken our station, and to 
which place the messenger, with furious haste, 
was just approaching, — charged (as we 
thought) with the fate of Europe — this being at 
the time when the great Goliath* with his Gauls, 
had commenced his movement towards the north, 
and when every moment was big with the fate of 
nations, and their rulers. The Sicilian monarch, 
in a jacket and trowsers, leaped nimbly on the 
beach, took the dispatch, and held a short confer- 
ence with the booted Mercury, who again bent 
his steps towards the metropolis, his majesty 
resuming his princely pastime. We, meanwhile, 
all anxiety, joined the courier, thinking to 
glean something that might give us an insight 
into the important matter of which no doubt he 
had been the bearer. J udge of our surprise on 
learning, that the important dispatch in ques- 
tion, was to announce to Ferdinand IV. the exact 
price at which tunny-fish was selling in the Palermo 
market — this being a royal monopoly ! Ferdinand’s 
mind is equally occupied about the success of his 
dairy, which supplies half the town with butter. 

We were not permitted long to remain inactive 

* Napoleon. 
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in this sink of vice — this den of corruption, and 
yet decidedly alluring capital ; we were shipped 
off, much to our joy, to the Peninsula, hoping to 
gather some of the laurels you were so abundantly 
reaping. Alas ! we were doomed to get more hard 
knocks than high honours. 

You know, my dear fellow, we had formed 
plans of meeting this winter, when I had trea- 
sured up similar anecdotes and adventures to 
these I have now related, as food for a long even- 
ing in some Spanish castle on the banks of the 
Ebro; but, by the rapid advance of your re- 
nowned chief, and the drubbing you gave the 
French at Vittoria, this prospect has vanished 
from our sight like other chateaux en Espagne, 
and you are destined to winter in France, and I 
to pass the remainder of mine in Italy. 

I arrived at Palermo a few days ago, from Tarra- 
gona, in the Swift6ure,with Lord William Bentinck, 
who, I flatter myself, is about to become the libera- 
torof Italy, as Lord Wellington basbeen of Spain. 
On our anchoring in the bay, it was amusing to 
behold the splendid barges and gay attire of the 
ministers and senate, who came along side to bail 
the arrival of a chief whom they respect and 
dread, and whose presence was so necessary to 
set them to rights ; — he hanging over the side by 
a rope, (for we were in quarantine,) with an old 
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grey great coat on, and an older round hat; 
whilst they stood uncovered, and cringing, in state 
barges and court dresses ! 

Notwithstanding that at this time the quaran- 
tine laws were strictly administered, we were, as 
his lordship predicted, speedily released from 
durance, and I hurried off to report myself to my 
commanding officer, and shake hands with many 
old friends. 

Poor Lieut. D., who had also returned in the 
Swiftsure, haying been badly wounded at the Pass 
of Ordal, on the Llobregatt, when Suchet surprised 
and drove our advance posts from before Barce- 
lona, hobbled off, his heart warmed by the pangs 
of absence, to behold once more the bright 
Aspasia — meaning the oft-before-mentioned song- 
stress. With all the confidence of a successful 
lover, he ushered himself into her presence, his 
heart humming to itself Campbell’s song of “ The 
Wounded Hussar ” As he afterwards facetiously 
described it to me, when he fancied she was 
going, in a fit of sentiment, to plaee her hand 
upon his heart to feel its ardent throbbings, she 
quietly inserted it first into his waistcoat, and then 
his smallclothes pockets, drawing out contemptu- 
ously and contemplating the meagre contents of 
the same, (which happened to be one-half-doub- 
loon and two Spanish dollars.) She turned up, 
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rather more than nature had already done for 
her, her “ petit nez retrousse ” — told him she had 
got another and a richer lover — and quietly taking 
the astounded lieutenant by the shoulders, pushed 
him gently out of the door ! 

The poor lieutenant's face for the next few days 
was so rueful and woe-begone, that I could not 
help advising him to try the experiment of driv- 
ing out one love by putting in another ; and he 
found the plan to answer amazingly. As the 
story serves to exhibit the pursuits of the 
Palermitans, and the Italian character gene- 
rally, I will tell it you. He said he was one day 
lounging up Strada Toledo, the principal one of 
this city, when he espied a very beautiful woman, 
at a balcony. His attention being strongly at- 
tracted, he returned to reconnoitre, when he per- 
ceived, or fancied he perceived, that, as Burns 
has it, “ Love was in her e’e,” and that it was 
directed towards him in a very intelligible man- 
ner ; accordingly he returned to his quarters, 
composed an appropriate billet, and returned to 
the spot, where the interesting signora was still 
stationed. 

He first displayed the corner of it, and then 
by degrees the whole — looking at the fair form 
above him as he passed under. She vanished 
from the window, and soon afterwards a liveried 
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messenger issued from her portico, passed him 
with a significant sign to follow, and wher 
they reached a convenient place, he handed to the 
servant the billet, with a due proportion of ballast 
at the tail of it, to ensure its taking a proper 
direction. 

In an hour, the liveried Mercury reached his 
rooms, with a risposta , which he showed me. As it 
is a model of brief pithiness, and infinitely to the 
purpose, I will transcribe it : 

“ Io gradisco il tuo amore ; amateme-credeteme. 
— N.N ”* 

This lady, I afterwards learnt, was the young 
wife of an old man holding a high situation at 
court ; she had just lost her cavaliere servente, 
who was about to be united to the daughter of 
the celebrated Princess P., and as she was deter- 
mined not to languish without this necessary 
appendage of an Italian lady’s toilet, she sud- 
denly selected my lieutenant, unaware of the 
military barrier that was presently to spring up. 
In effect this affair was of very brief duration ; 
for the lieutenant and myself was soon all bustle, 
preparing for a warlike visit to Italy. An order 
for the embarkation of the troops was issued, 
and I at the same time had the happiness of find- 
ing myself appointed Brigade Major to the Royal 

* “ I accept your love : love me and believe me. — N. N.” 
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Artillery, about to be employed on the expedi- 
tion. 

The Sicilian capital at this period was very gay. 
The Princess Paterno was in all her glory, with 
the Count St. A lord paramount of her af- 
fections. His brother, L a, notwithstanding 

a misfortune which affected his speech, was doing 
duty as the lady-killer; whilst his sister, the 

Princess St. C ditto, was making sad havoc 

in the too-susceptible heart of a scion of a noble 
house, Lord M— . — s, who turned Catholic, and 
would have turned Turk, to please her. 

Prince Butera kept open house for the English, 
to make it the more agreeable to whom, he 
changed his dinner-hour from one in the day 
till seven in the evening ; a change, by-the-bye, 
which soon changed its maker from a living 
prince to a dead clod. Prince Butera was a 
noble fellow, generous and hospitable in the ex- 
treme. He had been very handsome, and was, 
not only, morally speaking, the most powerful of 
the noblesse in this country, but physically the 
strongest man ; he could hold at arm’s-length 
(so they said) a six-pounder, snap a horse-shoe in 
two, and break a dollar between his fingers, with 
as much ease as I could a hard sea biscuit. The 
Prince was very kind to me, and used occasion- 
ally to drive me out. His dinners were excellent ; 
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and the balls and parties of his Princess numerous 
and well attended. 

At this time the heart of the fair dame of this 
princely mansion was in the keeping of young 

Lord H 1 witnessed the commencement of 

the love-sick lady’s advances to him, and observed 
its progress. A hussar jacket, which his lordship 
showed his shape in at one of her grand balls, did 
the business. Poor Lord P , his father, ar- 

rived too late to arrest the progress of this amour. 
She was handsome, but older than his lordship, 
with a sleepy eye and triste visage, and looked 
as if she was in the habit of taking opium. 

The Duchess Floresti was in the wane. The 
Duchess Mon Dragone was as fat, and pretty 
nearly as large, as a whale, but with a very beautiful 
face ; to show which, and at the same time to hide 
her huge figure, Prince Butera (her father) caused 
her to be painted as peeping out of a wood. 

One day, whilst at dinner at the Prince’s, I 
found myself at table, placed between these rival 
dames, and was so furiously attacked by both, 
that I felt myself like the favoured animal be- 
tween the two bundles of hay — starving for want 
of knowing which to turn to ! The one was of 
the fat, the other of the lean kine ; and as the 
latter order of ladies find no favour in my sight, 
I cottoned with the fat one, — who gave me a seat 
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in her carriage, and carried me off to the opera — 
her enormous bulk almost squeezing me to a jelly 
by the way. Her sister, the Princess Leonferte, 
was at this time in her meridian splendour, and 
the world said that she held in durance the heart 
of the gallant English admiral who commanded 
on the station, and that she took advantage of 
the same to turn it to political account. 

Amongst the Sybarites, luxuriants, and ex- 
clusives, who at this time graced Palermo with 
their presence, were my country cousins, Lord and 

Lady Montgomerie, Price G n, the young, 

open-hearted, frank Duke of Leinster, and his 
brother, Lord William Fitzgerald : also Lord 
Surrey, at whom the good folks used to say Lady 
M was accustomed to throw sheep’s-eyes, and 

“ Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow ” 

was bandied from mouth to mouth. But Palermo 
was the very hot-bed of scandal. 

Talking of sheep’s-eyes, puts me in mind of 

being at a launch on board the E h, at which 

all the fashionables assisted except the Charge 
d* Affaires, the Hon. Frederick Lamb, whose ab- 
sence seemed to cause uneasiness to a fair dame 
there present — and the joke was, asking Mrs. 

O H— = — if she would be helped to a little 

larr b-pie. 
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' This gay Lothario I had the honour of sailing 
with from Portsmouth to Malta, in the good and 
gallant frigate Pomone, commanded by the cele- 
brated Bob Barrie, second to Captain Macna- 
mara when he shot Colonel Montgomery. For 
a fighting character, Bob was one of the most 
amiable, generous, and kind-hearted of old Nep- 
tune's sons, and we fared like fighting-cocks on 
board. To be sure, I was obliged to what is 
termed “ work my passage out,” by parading 
my person daily on the quarter-deck of his 
majesty's ship Pomone, to get a milling from the 
captain, who was a celebrated bruiser; a poor 
lieutenant of marines and myself stood the brunt 
of his blows ; en revanche , however, I had rather 
the best of it with the small sword. This duty 
performed, I had to gaze on him as he pistol- 
practised. His grand aim was to hit the buttons in 
the cockade of the middies' hats, which he made 
them alternately hold up to be fired at. 

In addition to this, 1, as one of the passengers 
who discussed his admirable dinners, and washed 
them down with champagne, hock, hermitage, 
and claret, &c., was obliged to listen to his ad- 
ventures, commencing with his opening career in 
a collier, and his having gone round the world 
with Vancouver. 

Lamb was a good, honest, merry chap then, 
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with the heartiest laugh I ever heard. He and 
I had canvas cabins erected for ns outside, whilst 
General M'Kenzie (commonly called the Prince 
of Wales) took his post inside, got acquainted 
with the doctor of the ship, lounged on a Turkish 
sofa, took snuff, and abused the captain s cheer 
and wines, which my youthful appetite esteemed 
super-excellent. 

L b was his aide-de-camp, and a captain in 

the 66th ; I in the artillery ; but he soon shot 
arhead of me, and turned his sword into a pen ; 
exchanging bodily encounters for mental ones, in 
the shape of diplomacy. 

I was much amused at one of Lord William 
Bentinck’s evening parties, to see Prince Leopold 
the fat, with others of the royal party, playing at 
leap-frog. Notwithstanding his huge figure, his 
royal highness both danced and leaped most 
nimbly. This was a curious contrast to the staid, 
quiet, and unobtrusive habits of the Duke of 
Orleans, who was present with his fair and fragile 
Duchess, to observe the gambols of her porpoise- 
like brother. 

When the royal party entered the saloon, the 
hustling and justling to get at the royal paws of 
the party to kiss, by the Sicilian noblesse, was 
perfectly ridiculous, and afforded much diversion 
to the assembled British officers, and which the 
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game of leap-frog certainly much augmented, as 
we viewed the unwieldly Leopold springing over 
the heads of the fair Palermitans — this royal di- 
version taking in both sexes ! 

Adieu — as I have before said in this over-long 
epistle. I shall from time to time render you an 
account of my pereginations inltaly’s classic clime; 
in return for which I expect often to hear from 
you, about the high-born hidalgos and punctilious 
Spaniards, amongst whom you are sojourning. 

I got from you, whilst I was at Valencia, a 
short letter with a long date. Reverse this as 
quick as may be, and believe me, &c. 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



32 


CHAPTER II. 


Popularity of tHe English at Leghorn — Voyage from Sicily — 
Doubts and conjectures — View of Pisa from the sea — Dante’s 
curse — Leghorn — Machiavelian policy of Napoleon — His treat- 
ment of the Jews — A visit to their synagogue — The middy at 
fault — Cano va’s statue of Napoleon — Napoleon’s sister Elise— 
Lucca — Treachery of the Neapolitans — Treatment of the 
Livomese — Joachim — The bastinado — The inconvenience 
of being popular — An Italian mob — Studio of an Italian 
artist — The Tuscan dialect — English blunders — Hatred 
of the Austrians — Arrival of a friend — Anecdote — Italian so- 
ciety — Husbands and wives — Fashionable liaisons — Accom- 
modating husbands and convenient lovers — The country about 
Leghorn. — The caffes. 


Leghorn, March 24, 1814. 

The military and mercantile bustle here, so 
happily blended with the apparent enthusiasm of 
all ranks to range themselves under our banners, 
and to greet the arrival of a people so necessary 
to their well-being, and so long excluded from 
their sight, gives an interest and animation to 
this town, which it had long ceased to know, 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



VOYAGE TO LEGHORN. 


33 


having been dejected and neglected during its 
military occupation. The inhabitants have never 
forgotten or forgiven the burning decrees of 
Napoleon, issued shortly after the battle of Ma- 
rengo. But I believe, when compared with the 
mild administration of their Dukes, Tuscany may 
be viewed as almost the only part of Italy that 
has not bent its neck kindly to the conqueror’s 
yoke. 

But, to try back, and bring you in true form 
to its shores. We sailed from Palermo 28th 
February, leaving its surrounding hills enveloped 
in snow ; — an event rare in that country, and 
which caused its inhabitants to pronounce this 
the hardest winter ever known : — better to have 
said, ever remembered : what is freshest on the 
mind, generally produces the greatest effect, and 
consequently places the latest in the superlative 
degree. 

As we passed the little island of Ustica, the 
last of the Lipari on this side, it began to blow, 
and continued gradually to increase, until it 
worked itself up into a perfect hurricane. Such 
pitching and rolling, such sickness and confusion 
in our little cabin, for several of us were cooped 
up in a small brig — such a clatter from boxes 
broken loose, broken glasses, broken plates, and 
you may add, broken promises and conjectures, 
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as to the period of our arrival ; — for though all 
knew Italy to be our destination, yet the point of 
debarcation was kept secret. 

Our commander,* at starting, steered for 
the Roman coast, which made us presume that 
Civita Vecchia was our destination, and we im- 
mediately flattered ourselves with a march to 
Rome. Our hopes were not allowed to rest long 
in that quarter, for a tremendous wind and moun- 
tainous sea, let us know we were getting be- 
tween the islands of Sardinia and Corsica, and 
coming in contact with the straits of Bonifacio. 
We again found ourselves off the mouth of the 
Tiber, and then under the conical isle of Monte 
Christo. Fate, and a fairer wind, at length 
pushed us past Elba, the north end of Corsica 
and Capraja, famed for the reftige its recesses 
and intricacies afford to pirates and freebooters. 
Ultimately, we bore up for Leghorn roads, the 
coast about which is so low, that the town ap- 
pears in the middle of the ocean. 

We soon got a glimpse of Pisa’s leaning tower 
in the background, and the mouth of the Arno, 
whose magic banks I longed to stroll along. We 
now rapidly approached the classic shores of 
Italy, and my imagination being already heated, 
I thought of the fate of the famished Count 

* Sir Joeaae Rowley. 
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Ugolino, within Pisa’s walls, with Dante’s curse 
upon that city, which I may quote, as embracing 
the whole scene which then met my eye. 

44 Ahi Pisa ! vituperio delle genti 
Del bel paese la’, dove *1 si suona, 

Poiche i vicini a' te punir son lenti, 

Muovasi la Capraja e la Gorgona, 

E faccian siepe ad Amo in su la foce. 

Si ch’ egli ame nieghi in te ogni persona.” 

Rather an amiable wish of the poet, “ that the 
two islands should move forwards, take post in 
front of Arno’s mouth, choke up its course, and 
drive it back to choke the disgraced Pisans !” 

Having safely anchored, let us proceed. Leg- 
horn is modern, and well built, with a noble port, 
well-defended mole, three lazarettos ; one quarter 
of the town is in the style of Venice, with canals 
cut for the transportation of merchandize ; it has 
a considerable population, one-third of which 
consists of Jews. 

The policy of Napoleon, Machiavellian like — 
“ divide et impera ” — induced him to grant great 
privileges to the children of Israel here esta- 
blished, setting them up as a counterpoise to the 
discontented part of the community, for which he 
made them pay with their persons and property ; 
still retaining his popularity, which they evinced 
by their determined resistance during our first 
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attack on the town. I was much diverted by a 
mistake I made on visiting their synagogue, 
which proved to me that good-breeding and re- 
spect is not measured by the same outward forms 
in all countries, and that a traveller must ever 
have the old proverb in view — “ When at Rome , 
do as they do at Rome .” On entering, I naturally 
stood uncovered, but was presently rather rudely 
rapped on the shoulder by one of the tribe, and 
given to understand I was offering an insult to 
their religion, by uncovering my head ! I remem- 
ber once before having seen the common order of 
things thus reversed, and by a jolly midshipman 
who accompanied his captain to be presented to 
his new admiral. Arriving at the great man’s 
door, the middy pulled off his hat ; but when we 
were ushered into the presence of the naval chief, 
the middy lost all his presence of mind, and he 
clapped his castor on again, to the mingled amuse- 
ment and astonishment of us all. 

The Jewish temple is a magnificent building ; 
so also is the new theatre, and an oil magazine, 
said to be capable of containing forty thousand 
barrels. 

Where commerce is the order of the day, 
artists and antiquaries will find little encourage- 
ment. There seems only one noticeable public mo- 
nument — a marble statue of Ferdinand the First, 
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with four slaves in bronze at his feet, by Jean de 
Bologna — with the exception of a colossal figure 
of Napoleon executed by Canova, intended to 
have ornamented the great square, but now in a 
dirty store on the Marino. It was with much 
difficulty we were permitted to view this noble 
piece of sculpture, every one wishing to deny 
having anything to do with it ! 

When contemplating this mighty example of 
modern art, and rapidly tracing in my mind the 
conqueror whose resemblance, crowned with 
laurel, was placed before me, cooped up in a 
narrow shed instead of adorning the Grand Place, 
I inwardly repeated the words of Petrarch : 

“ O nostra vita, ch’e cosi bella in vista. 

Come perde agevolmente in un mattino 
Quel ch’n molti anni a gran pena s’acquista/’ 


Napoleon’s sister, Elise, continued some time 
after our arrival at Lucca, of which place she 
held the sovereignty. People here assure you 
that she is possessed » of talent and enterprise 
worthy the Bonaparte blood. She came here 
the second day of our landing, habited as a pea- 
sant, to have ocular proof of our strength and 
pretensions to drive her from the throne. 

Lucca is only twenty-four miles distant, on 
which place our advance moved rapidly the other 
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day, with intent to surprise the Duchess; but 
the fair lady had flown, carrying off ^11 the trea- 
sure amassed by heavy contributions, &c., and 
our considerate allies, the Neapolitans, were al- 
ready in possession. 

There is “ more than meets the eye,” in the 
rapid advance of Murat’s troops, and the retreat of 
the French, who good-naturedly cede everything 
to them ; leading me to presume that a complete 
understanding exists, and that King Joachim 
only holds Italy in pledge for his imperial bro* 
ther, to be delivered over on the first favourable 
change of circumstances. 

The citadel here is in possession of the Neapo- 
litans, and they have the complete control of 
the town, of which I witnessed their making a 
shameful use. Some poor Livornese, in the 
ebullition of their joy, were detected in the act 
of vociferating “ Viva il Re Giorgio ! viva gli 
Inglesi!” They were immediately seized by 
order of the Neapolitan commandant Minutilo, 
led to the Piazzo d’Arme, where his troops were 
assembled, and there, without previous trial, 
the poor culprits were stretched at full length 
on a form, and received the bastinado, in the pre- 
sence of one of our German battalions, which the 
Hanoverian general, who commanded in the ab- 
sence of Lord William Bentinck, had ordered 
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out to keep the populace in check during this 
blood-turning operation. The punishment was 
administered by two soldiers taking stroke about, 
with a common cudgel. One poor fellow, from 
the excessive beating, died a few days after* 

Our German general also issued an order, 
calling upon all officers and soldiers to avoid 
giving encouragement to the people in their ex- 
clamations of joy on beholding the English, con- 
sidering as odious all comparisons which enabled 
them to mark their detestation of the Neapolitans, 
a race hated and despised by the rest of Italy. 

There is nightly an assemblage of natives, and 
thousands seem ripe to take up arms. A few 
evenings ago, I was rather put to my shifts. The 
multitude got hold of me, surrounded and ac* 
companied me, and cheered me till I was per- 
fectly stunned. In consequence of the order I 
have just referred to, I durst not by word or gesture 
acknowledge their well-intended kindness, and 
they continued so long to follow and pester me, 
that, losing my patience, and turning round, I 
said, “ Grazie signori per l’onore chi m’avete 
fatto ; ma volete insultarmi ? questo & troppo !** 
Finding I was annoyed, they retired, and the 
noise ceased, to my great joy ; also to my asto- 
nishment, at thus finding myself able to collect 
and disperse an Italian mob, as if by magic. 
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March 30. — I am billeted here on the cele- 
brated Mr. Mehalli , (as he is called,) the c being 
completely softened or changed into an A. His 
shop — I beg pardon, his magazine — is one of 
the wonders of these parts, for extent and magni- 
ficence, containing all that is choice in sculpture 
and in art. Here you behold gorgons, goddesses, 
and centaurs innumerable. The godlike Apollo 
of Belvidere, and the less than mortal Bacchus 
— the lascivious Satyr placed opposite to the 
chaste and beautiful Cano vian Venus — he, to my 
mind, having surpassed them all in his knowledge 
of the human form, as well as in the taste which 
has directed his representation of it. 

On first landing, in the distribution of quarters, 
my lot fell otherwise than at present. When I 
came to present my ticket of admission, which na- 
turally brought me in contact with the Tuscan 
dialect, it appeared, after the rude Sicilian jargon 
I had been wont to hear, like music to my ear, 
especially when coming from the lips of a lovely 
Tuscan dame, who had no objection to accommo- 
date me, but she could not give shelter to my 
horses. 

Indeed, every shop-boy and dirty blackguard 
that addressed you, seemed to hold converse in 
the most classic style, and I envied the ease with 
which these ragged gentry seemed to run the 
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most difficult verb through all its tenses and 
moods. 

A ludicrous example of the blunders which we 
English make in these matters occurred the other 
day. My gallant friend Captain G., of clasp- 
knife celebrity, of whom I made honourable 
mention in my letter from Palermo, going into 
an oyster-shop, told the man, in his best Italian, 
that he wished to eat “ una dozzina cT Austrici” 
(Austrians,) meaning ostriche, (oysters.) The 
Livornese stared a little, at first, at this English 
cannibal ; but at length perceiving the mistake, 
and humouring the joke, he replied — “ Caro lei 
bisognerebbe andare a Milano — Id sono gli Austrici- 
graziamo il dio ! non abbiamo qui che ostriche 
This added to my conviction of what is generally 
allowed, — that these Germans are held in great 
abhorrence in Italy. 

Our above-named friend did not leave Sicily 
with the first division of the army, and only 
arrived a few days ago, and then not under the 
most agreeable circumstances. When he came 
to me to report his arrival, his appearance was so 
extraordinary that I could not help bursting out 
laughing, and exclaiming, 

* “You must go to Milan, sir, if you wish to eat Austrians. 
Here, thank God, we have only oysters ! ” 
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“ Why what the devil’s the matter, my dear 
fellow?” 

“Why, to tell you the truth,” he replied, 
“ I am just come on shore — I was obliged to leave 
the ship rather in a hurry, and had not time to 
dress myself properly.” 

On a further and more minute inspection, 
it appeared that our friend had on four shirts, 
five waistcoats, (a la Grimaldi,) two pair of pan- 
taloons, two regimental jackets, and two great 
coats! 

The fact is, the Captain and his troop were 
stranded on the Mallora shoal, coming into the 
roads, and he had taken this mode of putting 
himself in light marching order ! 

He told me afterwards, that one of his lieute- 
nants, an eccentric chap, could scarcely be prevailed 
on to leave the wreck, and whilst above his knees 
in water, remained on the deck, taking a sketch 
of the Mallora shoal and lighthouse, with his 
paper resting on the back of an unfortunate bom- 
bardier. This you will allow was very like our 
friend Ned. 

I have made a variety of agreeable acquaint- 
ances amongst the natives here, — who seem to 
vie with each other in attentions to us strangers : 
after the opera, I am generally invited to make 
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one of a supper party at the Trattoria — a favour- 
ite finish to the evening — where restraint is 
banished, and mirth encouraged; the fair por- 
tion of the oompany treating you with kind invi- 
tations to visit them, and with occasional love 
glances, while the husbands look on as if they 
felt themselves honoured by your attentions to 
their better halves. I conclude they are bona 
fide husbands ; for a cicesbeo cavalier e servente , 
or whatsoever else you may please to style 
him, has generally a very different physiognomy 
from that of a complaisant spouse. 

I have not been long enough established 
here to ascertain who are the favoured men, and 
who the frail fair. It appeareth they have a very 
expressive epithet for this fashionable liaison, and 
one very appropriate to the habits and pursuits 
of this mercantile class of the Italian com- 
munity : they call them respectively, II trattore , 
and La trattata , (The Treater, and the Treated; — ) 
it being a sine qua non of this commercial compact, 
for the happy homo to find the fair a carriage, 
and a box at the opera. 

The rides about Leghorn are neither various 
nor interesting, with the exception of those in the 
direction of Monte Nero ; where the Virgin has 
a church rich in relics, and with a vast variety of 
offerings. This is on the road to Piombino, 
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where almost all kinds of game are found in 
great abundance, and where, in former times, 
our English sporting gentry much resorted. 

The cafKs here are on a grand and splendid 
scale, and of an evening the bustle and beauty 
assembled there has a novel and pleasing effect. 
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CHAPTER III. 


Description of Pisa ; its climate — TheLeaning Tower — View from 
its summit— The Duomo — Church of St. Stephen— Campo 
Santo— Dante’s Beatrice — Singular relic — A removal, nolens 
volens — The Serchio — Frogs for sale — Via Reggia — Italian 
postboys — Milordi Inglesi — Pietra Santa— Sarzana — Shock of 
an earthquake — Gulf ofSpezzia — Magnificent view — Porto 
Venere — Mont Napoleon — A break down— Leghorn — Good 
Friday — Colonel Remondi — Arrival at Lucca — Description of 
the city — Caesar’s head-quarters — The Casino Nobile — The 
ladies of Lucca — Italian conversazione — Free and easy manners 
— An unpleasant confidence — La Bella Gentucca — The 
Cathedral — Ancient Amphitheatre— The baths of Lucca. 


Pisa, April 2, 1814. 

This town is large, well built, but poorly 
populated. It is situated in a fertile plain ; the 
Arno majestically meandering through it. It is 
open, on the south to the sea, at about four miles 
distance ; and is sheltered from the north by a 
range of mountains which separates it from 
Lucca. 
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Mount St Julien, where there are marble 
mines, and hot mineral springs, good for gouty 
and bilious disorders, is three miles distant, and 
is crowned by the vast monastery of the 
Chartreuse de’ Calci. 

You have a lively picture of the climate, man- 
ners, and politics of Pisa during the fifteenth 
century, traced by Guicciardini, when Charles 
the Eighth of France overrun Italy. 

The climate is recommended to invalids, as 
mild in winter. Indeed, it appears to me, that 
the houses on the Lung 9 Arno , on the north, or 
sunny side, enjoy perpetual summer. But, 
dangerous must it be, to a valetudinarian, to 
cross by one of the beautiful bridges to the 
southern or shaded bank ; as I am persuaded the 
atmospheric change is at least ten degrees. 

Pisa lies so low that I have my doubts of its 
being healthy; indeed at some period, it must 
have been an entire marsh. I have myself seen, 
during rainy weather, the country between it and 
Leghorn completely inundated. 

Cultivation is carried on in the vicinity of the 
town, which is the best cure for malaria. In 
former times it was certainly unhealthy, and as 
Boccacio says, “ Poco felice alia tinta del bel 
sesso” It should seem, however, to be more un- 
healthy now than ever ; for the population of the 
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present day is about eighteen thousand, whereas 
in former times, and during the glory of its 
republic, it was one hundred and fifty thousand. 

You may guess that I paid many visits to the 
magnificent Duomo-Battisterio, and the wonder- 
ful Falling Tower. The tower is built of white 
and sky-coloured marble, and falls from out the 
perpendicular eight degrees towards the river ; 
consequently on the opposite side it forms an 
obtuse angle of ninety-eight. There are eight 
galleries, one above the other, supported by 
two hundred and eight columns, which surround 
the cylinder. In the three first it is perceived 
that the declination takes place, and that after- 
wards, the columns, the bases, and the tops of 
the arches are gradually raised where the edifice 
leans. It is therefore presumed that its weight, 
and the weakness of the soil on that side, caused 
it to sink in, when only three of its orders had 
been reared ; and gave (to use their own words,) 
“ Agli architetti Videa bizzarra difar con arte sqm - 
ma continuar Vedijizio in quella foggia pendente” 

It is really too bad bothering your brains 
and my own with this long rigmarole descrip- 
tion of an old tumbling tower. But recollect — 
this is the first time I have been let loose to 
contemplate the deeds of days past. I shall be 
more temperate hereafter. In the mean time, if 
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you won’t laugh, I will tell you that the number 
of steps leading to its top is two thousand five 
hundred ; for the trouble of mounting which I 
was amply repaid, by a view, on one side, of a 
highly cultivated and richly variegated country, 
with a part of Liguria covered with its olive 
trees, and the Apennines in the background ; on 
the other, the town of Leghorn, with the Arno 
and Serchio winding through the grass-clad 
flat, with browsing cattle, and the Tyrrhenean 
sea in the distance. 

The Duomo is of gothic architecture, and con- 
tains many fine paintings. The windows are 
beautiful, and the doors of bronze, with highly 
wrought relievos. The centre one is said to have 
been brought from Jerusalem after the Cru- 
sades, in which the ancient Pisans took an active 
part. 

The Church of St. Stephen, in the Piazza dei 
Cavalieri, is adorned with the trophies of the 
renowned warriors of that ancient order, which 
here took its rise. 

The Campo Santo, or Holy -ground, is said to 
be composed of the earth conveyed from Mount 
Calvary, in the year 1200, by Archbishop Ubaldo 
Lanfranchi, who commanded the Pisan army in 
Syria — an opponent of the great Saladin’s. He 
brought, as his share of booty, three ships laden 
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with the soil of Mount Calvary. Armies are not 
content with this kind of booty nowadays. 

Various and curious are the antiquities to be 
seen here. Our ancient conductor pointed out a 
marble slab, with a decree of the senate com- 
manding the inhabitants to wear mourning one 
year for the death of Caesar ; and also the tomb 
of Beatrix, mother of the Countess Matilda. 

Ever anxious, as I am, to view the graves or 
monuments of the illustrious dead, — as directing 
the mind to historical facts, — I was curious to gain 
a little more information from our matter of fact 
cicerone, who I puzzled and annoyed, by pouring 
my questions and conjectures thick upon. 

Was this Beatrix Portinaria, the celebrated, 
(real or theologic,) mistress of Dante ? For even 
with her we have a Matilda, and the argument 
to canto thirty-one of his Purgatorio, says, “ Bef- 
trice seguitando a reprender Dante, lo induce a 
confessar de propria bocca il suo errore. II 
quale dopo certa sua caduta, tuffato da Matilda 
nel Fiume Lete, beve delle sue acque.” Or, was 
it the daughter of the Count of Burgundy, mar- 
ried to the Emperor Frederick the First, 1156 ? 
or, was it her of Provence, wedded to the son of 
Louis the Eighth of France ? or, was it the mother 
of the Countess Matilda, third wife of Azo the 
Second, the undoubted stem of the two great 

YOL. I. D 
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SINGULAR RELIC. 


branches of the house of Este and Brunswick, 
who lived to be upwards of an hundred years old, 
and who, with his Amazonian wife, took the field 
and led the powers of Italy ; and as Gibbon says, 
“ When the standard of St. Peter was displayed, 
neither the age of the one, nor the sex of the 
other, could deter them from the field.” 

Leaving you to decide these queries for your- 
self, (if you can,) I proceed to say that they have 
a church here, called La Chiesa della Spina, 
where they preserve, with ceremony, care, and 
devotion, one thorn , said to have appertained to 
the crown of our Saviour when crucified. 


Lucca, April 10th, 1814. 

The morning after dispatching my last epistle, 
I was nolens volens thrust into a great glass coach, 
in company with the commanding officers of 
artillery and engineers, and the chief of the me- 
dical department, and having four horses tacked 
to the same, we were rattled off on our road to 
the Gulf of Spezzia, to inspect and report on the 
fallen fortress of Santa Maria, &c. 

Shortly after crossing the Serchio, we heard a 
loud and constant croaking of frogs, and pre- 
sently afterwards we met a countryman who had 
caught several hundreds, which he was carrying 
to market ; so it appears this food is not exclu- 
sively French. 
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Journeying on by a dreary cross road, some- 
times swampy, sometimes sandy, we reached Via 
Reggia on the coast, the only seaport apper- 
taining to the Duchy of Lucca. From whencfe, 
directing our course a little more inland, we got 
upon the main road, close to where a bold pro- 
jecting chain of the Apennines seems to frown 
upon you; and where there is an old castle — 
meant to impede the progress of an army — 
which the French in their late retreat demolished 
in part. 

We now dashed on at a furious rate, (the 
Italian postboys vying with each other in the 
rapidity they should give to the motions of the 
first Milordi Inglesi they ever had the honour of 
driving,) to Pietra Santa ; thence through Massa ; 
leaving Carara and its marble mines about four 
miles to our right; passing through groves of 
green olives, and a highly cultivated country; 
every turn presenting something picturesque — 
with the sea on one side and the Apennines on 
the other. 

At Sarzana, the first town belonging to the 
Genoese, we halted for the night ; and had our 
slumbers broken in upon by a smart shock of an 
earthquake. We then crossed the Magra, for- 
merly the boundary between Etruria and Liguria, 
without the assistance of bridge or boat. 

d 2 
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GULF OF SPEZZIA. 


About an hour’s drive from the river brought 
before our enraptured sight the magnificent Gulf 
of Spezzia, the borders of which, varied by hill 
and dale, are covered with villages, country 
houses, gardens, vineyards, with groves of orange 
and of olives. On one side, and near the nar- 
rowed entrance of this noble and extended piece 
of water, which appears to be separated from its 
ocean mother by the beautiful Island of Palmeria, 
is the harbour and ancient Castle of Lerici. On 
the other side, the romantically situated town of 
Porto Venere, with Mount Napoleon, as it is now 
denominated, rising behind, crowned by a re- 
doubt, not quite completed. Below is the fort of 
Santa Maria, on the margin of the sea, close to 
which there is an excellent lazaretto, where ships 
belonging to Genoa, coming from the Levant, 
perform quarantine. 

This splendid scene closes with the town of 
Spezzia, at the bottom of the bay, where, as soon 
as we arrived, we procured horses, and proceeded 
along a capitally constructed road, which has 
cost much labour and expense. It winds along 
the shore, as far as Porto Venere, displaying the 
varying beauties of this mare magico , overcoming, 
manifold difficulties, and originally intended to 
have been continued, by the side of the sea, the 
whole way to Genoa — a vast and immortalising 
project, which I hope to live to see executed. 
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After contemplating for a time the beauties of 
nature and of art, as well as inspecting the 
captured castle, and hearing a description of its 
attack and defence, we returned to Spezzia, the 
head-quarters of our advance, got into our vehi- 
cle, and retraced our steps to Pietra Santa, where 
we arrived after midnight, having had our pro- 
gress delayed, by the carriage breaking down. 

Before five next morning we were en route , 
and arrived to breakfast at Leghorn. This day 
and the next were busily occupied in the em- 
barkation of guns, stores, men, horses, &c., and 
in dispatching the transports to the afore-men- 
tioned gulf ; where the army were ordered to 
rendezvous, preparatory to their descent on 
Genoa. 

After bidding adieu to the Livornese ladies, 
my kind host and hostess, and shaking hands 
with numerous acquaintance, I took the road to 
Pisa, in company with my friend and command- 
ant, and arrived at a tolerable inn (the Tre Don- 
zelle) on the sunny side of the Arno. 

It was Good Friday, a day of sanctity and 
sadness here, consequently affording no food for 
fun or adventure. We had a long interview 
with a Colonel He Mondi, an intelligent officer, 
who had lately been released from imprisonment 
at Genoa, of which place he had excellent maps 
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and plans. He thinks the Genoese ripe for 
revolt, and ready to receive us as their deli- 
verers. 

After this interview, a delightful drive of 
about an hour and a half brought us to Lucca ; 
situated in the centre of a fertile plain, shut in 
by gently-rising hills, forming a kind of rural 
amphitheatre, where the Lucchesians have their 
villas, olive groves, and vineyards. The town is 
regularly fortified, with eleven bastions. No guns 
are mounted, and its ramparts now serve more 
for pleasure than defence, affording pleasing pro- 
menades and delightful drives to its inhabitants. 

We got a carriage, and made a tour or two, 
round a circumference of about three miles, 
meeting numerous parties of natives, who seemed 
to greet our arrival by a polite salutation. Many 
of the streets are narrow, with houses of a dusky 
hue, which give to the tout ensemble of this town 
a very sombre appearance. 

It was here that Caesar was in garrison, pre- 
vious to his passing the Rubicon ; and perhaps it 
was within these walls that he plotted the subju- 
gation of his native country. Here he held his 
head-quarters after his defeat of the Nervi, 
and hither came Pompey, Crassus, Appius, Go- 
vernor of Sardinia, and Nepos, Proconsul of 
Spain, accompanied by one hundred and twenty 
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lictors, and two hundred senators, to honour him 
with their assiduities. 

After this prodigious display of erudition, 
(which I suppose you are heartily sick of,) I must 
descend to the bathos of letting you know, that 
we dispatched a messenger, with a letter we had 
for an inhabitant, who instantly visited us, and 
insisted on presenting me (my friend not being 
fond of that sort of thing) at the Casino Nobile. 

This fashionable resort, termed a conversa- 
zione, is held every night. I found it very 
amusing. The women are generally handsome, 
and all well-bred ; the men pleasant, attentive, 
and communicative; nothing like the stiff, stu- 
pid formality of an English circle, who must 
know your whole birth, parentage, and education, 
before they condescend to look at you. Here, 
all was ease, and anxiety to become better ac- 
quainted ; and I felt myself, soon, as much at 
home as if 1 had been bred and born in the 
place. 

They attribute their late liberation from the 
yoke of the Grand Duchess entirely to the 
English. She constantly resided at Lucca, dis- 
playing considerable talents for governing. Her 
party had spread a report that we had aban- 
doned this part of Italy ; my contradicting which 
seemed to give general satisfaction. I remained 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



56 


THE LADIES OF LUCCA. 


until a late hour, and passed a most agreeable 
evening ; and in illustration of what I have 
before said, as to the ease and freedom with 
which I was treated, I may mention that I was 
actually made the confidant in a love affair, by a 
beautiful woman, Madame S., who concluded by 
making me promise to call on her next day, that 
she might entrust me with a billet, for an officer 
then with the advance, and who had made rapid 
progress in her affections during the short time 
he was billeted in her house. 

Nothing so irksome as to be obliged to listen 
to the praises of a person you are not interested 
about, and from the lips of a pretty woman, 
whom you would yourself fain pretend to, at 
least. 

If the Lucchesians are as handsome generally 
as the sample I this night saw, I almost lament 
that my sojourn will be too brief to afford me 
a chance of falling in love with “ qualche cosa 
nobile.” The air here, I presume, is favour- 
able to the tender passion ; for we read that 
Dante, during his exile, had here a mistress, La 
bella Gentucca, and one supposed to be less in- 
corporeal than the celebrated, (and as many con- 
sider her,) the ethereal Beatrice. 

The Cathedral of Lucca is gothic, and curi- 
ously encrusted with marbles. The Ducal Palace 
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is a magnificent structure, containing many fine 
paintings by Guercino, Albert Durer, and Lucca 
Giordano. There are also the remains of an an- 
cient amphitheatre, and, about fifteen miles dis- 
tant, surrounded by the Apennines, are the 
Baths of Lucca, which are much frequented 
during the summer months, and to which there 
is an excellent road, which was constructed dur- 
ing the administration of Elise. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

The true w pomp and circumstance” of war — The English abroad 
— Vulgar errors corrected — Armies and their leaders— Depar- 
ture from Lucca — Pietra Santa — Massa — Its Palace — Treatment 
of one of its princesses by Corsairs — Singular costumes of the 
peasantry — A consultation — A modem Scipio Africanus — Lerici 
— Italian postilions— Bella ! horrida bella ’.—Genoa — Conclu- 
sion of the war — Soult and the battle of Toulouse— The occu- 
pation of Paris — Battle of Vittoria and King Joseph’s baggage 
—Nervi— Lord W. Bentinck — Taking of Fort Richelieu— 
Capitulation of the French in Genoa — A singular figure — 
Popularity of the English — Hatred of the French — Anecdote of 
an Austrian officer — Anglomania*— A premiere danseuse — A visit 
incog. — Lord William Bentinck— A mob of palaces— Italian 
sedans — Splendid ball — The King of Sardinia — The ladies of 
Genoa — Splendour of their costume — The Misero — The 
Passeggio. 


Spezzia, April 13th, 1814. 

This expedition has already exhibited much of 
the bustle and bother of war. We have been 
either cooped up in a crowded transport, or 
bustling about a dirty village, wrangling with 
butchers, bakers, and poulterers, providing sea 
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stock. This, together with half the army on 
shore, half on ship board, boats upsetting, wo- 
men screaming, and soldiers drunk, gives but a 
poor picture of the “ pomp and circumstance” of 
this sublime art. 

We proud and liquor-loving islanders do not 
make very favourable impressions on the hum- 
bler and sober Italians. Our insular situation, 
and the length of time we have been excluded 
from the continent, have generated in our minds 
confined and illiberal notions, which time, and 
closer contact with other countries, can alone 
cure. 

For my own part, (with shame be it spoken,) 
when I first left my native country, I considered 
every foreign man I met a rogue, and every wo- 
man — what I shall not venture to name. I am 
now happy to confess that I was ridiculously 
mistaken. 

They say that now a days* “ Les armees sont 
de vastes machines anim^es par le soufle du 
general;” and ours must have good lungs, to 
blow the present mass into system and harmony. 
Besides British, we have Sicilians, Neapolitans, 
Germans, nay, even Greeks, whom the natives 
from their dress denominate Camisciotti, — all 
hurrying about the little town of Spezzia, in 
happy confusion. 
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JOURNEY TO LUCCA. 


But I must solicit you to suppose yourself still 
at Lucca, that I may have the pleasure of bring- 
ing you here in due form. 

We left a comfortable inn (the Croce di Malta) 
before five o’clock in the morning, after paying a 
moderate bill, and swallowing a cup of coffee 
presented by the fair hands of La bella Locan- 
diera ; got into a regular rattle-trap, furnished by 
the master of the post, and got out of the gates, 
as we had got in, without ceremony or difficulty, 
our passports being conspicuously placed on our 
foreheads, in the shape of diminutive cocked 
hats, which must have had a ludicrous effect on 
the gaping natives, who have been accustomed to 
behold the sky scrapers worn by the French. In 
former times, no person armed was allowed to 
enter this town; and a visitor was obliged to 
leave at the barrier any warlike weapon he 
might be possessed of. 

We rapidly passed over the plain, and crossed 
by an excellent bridge the Serchio, which you 
here see descending from amidst the Apennines. 
A branch of it called the Ozzorra passes near 
the baths, along which the newly constructed 
road winds. We regretted our time did not per- 
mit us to visit these celebrated mineral springs. 

We feared being a day after the fair, and that 
Genoa might fall in the interim ; so we continued 
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our journey, crossing a considerable mountain 
by a beautiful road, also the handy-work of these 
modern improvers of the earth, the French. We 
breakfasted at Pietra Santa, after which, I found 
time to stroll through this old and sweetly situated 
village. 

Massa is a tolerably sized town, with a fine 
palace and old castle. It was formerly a princi- 
pality, and Voltaire tells us, in his “ Candide,” 
how amiably and interestingly one of its prin- 
cesses was treated by the Corsairs of Morocco. 
Is it in commemoration of such event that the 
females of the present day are so fond of morocco 
leather shoes ? or, is it in detestation of it, that 
they scornfully trample under their feet anything 
coming from that barbarous country ? 

I was much struck by the different costumes 
as we passed through Lavenza, a miserable ham- 
let, and Sarzana, a large and populous town. 
The peasant girls at Massa, (many of them hand- 
some), were compared by my fellow-traveller to 
flying angels, they having on their shoulders some- 
thing like wings, with quantities of parti-coloured 
ribbons. At Lavenza, they wore towels on their 
heads; and at Sarzana, something about the size 
and shape of a common plate, stuck roguishly on 
one side, made of straw, and adorned with flowers ; 
large gold ear-rings, beads, silk spencers and 
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8CIPI0 AFRICANU6. 


ribbons, and lace for shoulder-knots ; short petti- 
coats, ribbed stockings, and shoes with red bow 
knots in them. The men are equally singular 
in costume, and almost every one had a flower 
stuck in his hat. 

Here the pure Tuscan ceases to gladden your 
ears, which begin to be grated by the Genoese 
patois. 

After again crossing the Magra, we held a short 
consultation, my chief wishing to drive straight 
to Spezzia, whilst I was anxious to view the other 
side of the Gulf. Knowing his predilection, like 
my own, for great men, I carried my point, by 
persuading him to follow the footsteps of the 
subduer of Spain, of Africa, and of Hannibal at 
Zama — who, traditions tell us, once embarked at 
Lerici. I even ventured to joke my friend on 
the darkness of his own complexion, and the 
lustre of his deeds, which might make him pass 
for the Scipio Africanus of the present day. 

We ultimately took the road which branched 
off to our left, and is very mountainous. We 
got to Lerici about two hours after mid-day, — 
afte/ being well satisfied with our postilions, who 
drove at a furious rate, making only one stoppage 
before finishing the post, to breathe their horses 
and arrange their whip-cords, in order that they 
might the more effectually crack us and them- 

10 
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selves into notice. On our progress we were 
generally saluted by the passing peasantry; a 
proof presumptive of their being well governed, 
and well to do. 

At this insignificant fishing village, styled, in 
the time of the Homan, Ericis Portus, and where, 
as I have before hinted, Scipio embarked when 
he went to be Lieutenant in Spain, we got into 
a bark, and went in search of our transport, which 
being found, we proceeded to the shore, — from 
whence I am now writing, notwithstanding the 
din and bustle of a crowded ill-arranged inn. 

Adieu ! We sail immediately, and bella, hor - 
rida bella is about to begin. Please God to save 
my life, you shall soon hear from me again. 


Genoa, May 12th, 1814. 

Here we are, like doctors in healthy villages — 
no sickness — no feeling of pulses — no fees — no 
fighting — no fun — no promotion — and no prize- 
money ! In short, “Othello’s occupation’s gone.” 
Nothing but the name, and honourable starva- 
tion, awaits us ! ‘Tis true, we kept it up as long 
as we could, and perhaps longer than we ought 
to have done. 

Paris was taken possession of on the 31st 
March ; Buonaparte abdicated on the 4th April ; 
you fought the battle of Toulouse on the 10th, 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



64 


SOULT AT TOULOUSE. 


and we bad our scaramouche on the 17th, and 
took possession of this magnificent city on the 
19th, and I indite this on the very spot where 
Godfrey de Bouillon took up his abode previous 
to the Holy War ; and where I am now com- 
fortably lodged, and magnificently treated, at the 
end of a most tmholy war. 

No future Tasso can commence, “Canto l’arme 
pietose, &c.,” which at the best is but an am- 
biguous expression, and critics very reasonably 
cavil at the idea of arms being either piteous or 
pious. 

I have received your detailed and interesting 
account of the battle of Toulouse, and of your 
operations previous to it. I hold your opponent 
Soult the first of France’s Marshals. But has 
he not soiled his great reputation, by fighting a 
fruitless battle ; it being alleged he knew of the 
occupation of Paris at the time ? I am also in 
possession of your account of Vittoria, and the 
amusing description of your officious rogues who 
assisted at the unpacking of King Joseph’s 
baggage, and your passage of the Pyrenees, 
with the difficulties and mishaps encountered and 
surmounted. 

Having these gigantic exploits fresh on my 
mind, it requires no small share of presumption 
to attempt the recital of our pigmy proceedings, 
which I shall do as succinctly as may be. 
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Our sea voyage. was of short duration, and we 
landed at Nervi on the morning after our em- 
barkation, and were just in time to see the 
French advanced posts driven back. On the 
14th, the advanced picquets kept pelting at each 
other the whole day, and the French threw 
shells, which frightened the poor women, whom 
we observed abandoning their habitations half 
naked, with children in their arms screaming 
most lamentably. 

This is the most hilly, intersected country I 
ever beheld, and most difficult of access. The 
15th and 16th were occupied in landing troops, 
guns, stores, &c., and with the navy busy in the 
preparation of scaling ladders. 


Sunday, April 17th. 

“ The better day, the better deed.” Proceeded 
to the high ground above the Sturla Fuimara at 
two o’clock in the morning, and anxiously awaited 
daylight. The ships of war had been thundering 
away all night, making a feint on the Pietra 
d’Arena side. 

Day dawned amidst the Apennines ; and 
solemn stillness reigned around. All eyes were 
fixed on the hill where Fort Richelieu stands, sup- 
posing the attack would begin by attempting to 
carry it by storm. 
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TAKING A FORT. 


Lord William Bentinck seemed lost in thought 
for a few seconds, and then ordered the action to 
commence, by the guns at this part of our position, 
some of whom were directed against a hill in our 
front, where the enemy had field-pieces, and 
were in force. This was the lower extremity of 
the chain leading to Fort Richelieu. 

The corps destined for the main road, and that 
passing through the village of St. Martino, were 
already formed, and immediately moved forward 
to the attack ; whilst, at the same time, we ob- 
served one of the Italian regiments dash across 
the valley which separated the right of our posi- 
tion from the left of the French, and carry the 
heights in good style. Richelieu was taken 
possession of, as also Fort Tecla, which com- 
mands the main road. 

The navy stormed and took some sea batteries, 
turning the guns against the town. 

Our left overcame all difficulties by the St. 
Martino road, though they were obliged to scale 
walls ten or twelve feet high, and possess 
themselves of various houses that were loop- 
holed. 

Our right centre, under General Macfarlane, 
(whom I saw busily cheering,) pushed on by the 
main road ; and to make a long story short, 
by nine in the morning, we had dislodged the 
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enemy from the whole of his strong positions ; 
and I was gratified by a view of the famed walls 
and town of Genoa, our troops taking up a 
position on the heights of the Albaro. 

I am convinced, had we pushed on, we might 
have followed and entered the town with our 
panic-struck foe, who could scarcely have dreamt 
of being driven, in so short a time, from one of 
the strongest positions in the world. 

During the forenoon, a deputation from the 
inhabitants waited on Lord William Bentinck, to 
entreat him not to bombard the city, and several 
communications took place with the French 
General. 

The Toulon fleet anchored soon after the action 
was over, just in time to cut us out, and come in 
themselves, for a share of our prize money ! Its 
renowned commander landed to assist at the con- 
vention ; and as far as the face and figure of a 
complete John Bull could compel a meagre- 
looking Frenchman to capitulate, this rough 
son of the sea might have done so. On a large 
weather-beaten hard-favoured countenance, was 
stuck a small three-cornered cocked hat. His 
huge figure wore an admiral’s uniform coat, blue 
trowsers, shoes, with white nankeen gaiters. A 
tremendous pair of spurs tacked to his heels, 
and in his hand one of the most terrific looking 
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POPULARITY OF THE ENGLISH. 


hunting-whips that ever beat a cover, completed 
this singular costume. 

As I viewed this ponderous personage bestrid- 
ing the unfortunate rozinante that was doomed 
to carry him to the advance, I exclaimed (to 
myself,) “ If anything can frighten them into 
terms this will !” 

It was a sad sight to behold the devastation 
committed on the beautiful palaces of the Albaro, 
by the French and our own troops. 

In the evening tens of thousands of the natives 
came outside the walls, and many, from their ex- 
treme curiosity to behold so rare an animal as an 
Englishman in these parts, came into our can- 
tonments. 

I was sent to one of the principal gates, to 
await the coming of General Macfarlane, who 
had gone with a flag of truce into the town, and 
myself and horse were so hemmed in on every 
side, that we could not move. Men, women, 
and children, all pressing around, with the most 
eager and gaping admiration, as if I had been 
some angel or saint, (which, heaven knows, I am 
not,) everyone essaying to get near enough to 
kiss my hand ; and many who could not arrive at 
that distinguished honour, were content with the 
hem of my garment. Others proceeded to pilfer 
the hair from my horse’s tail (who luckily had a 
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long one,) to preserve as a relic of this auspicious* 
day, from which they dated the salvation and 
emancipation of Genoa. 

On the following day the terms of capitulation 
were finally arranged ; and on the morning of 
the 19th, I accompanied the troops destined to 
take possession of the gates of the town on our 
side ; the French holding the others, by which 
they were to march out with their arms, baggage, 
and some field-pieces. The assemblage of people, 
the huzzaing, the screeching, the clapping of 
hands and waving of handkerchiefs, I shall never 
forget. 

I proceeded to General Fazier’s, the French 
commandant, where a scene of a different nature 
took place. Here, chagrined and discomfited 
Frenchmen were venting their spleen and rage, 
by the most grotesque gesticulations, accompa- 
nied by the most horrid imprecations at the 
tumultuous joy expressed by the inhabitants, 
who, but a few hours before, had been servilely 
bending before them, and who were now insulting 
them as they passed along. One or two of these 
officers took the trouble to explain to me, that 
the treacherous Genoese would serve us in the 
same manner on a similar reverse. 

* As it afterwards turned out, I had better have placed the mono* 
syllable in before this word. 
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The national guards were parading the town, 
and lining the streets in all directions, paying 
the most extravagant compliments to every Eng- 
lish uniform that passed them. A very fine- 
looking young man of that body approached me, 
and in broken English requested to know “ if I 
wanted a quarter, and if I would condescend to 
accept his house as my future residence V 9 I was 
much struck by his prepossessing manner and 
appearance, and readily embracing his offer, I 
put myself under his guidance, and he hurried me 
off to the Hotel de Ville, where he procured (as 
a favour from the mayor) a billet, enabling me to 
accept of his hospitality, which I have ever since 
enjoyed. 

I took immediate*possession of the state apart- 
ments, and was graciously asked at what hour my 
excellency would please to dine. I explained, 
that the English were not in the habit of laying 
their landlords under such contributions, our 
mode being unlike that of other nations, who not 
only cause everything to be furnished for them- 
selves, but according to their rank, for others 
too. Thus : a field officer is entitled each day to 
have dinner provided for himself and two guests ; 
and I was told an anecdote of a colonel in the 
Austrian service, which proves the meanness, 
avarice, and extortion, to which this has been 
carried. 
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This officer, during the occupation of Genoa, 
had been comfortably quartered and hospitably 
treated by a friend of my host’s, but had never 
availed himself of his privilege of inviting 
guests to dinner, although covers had been 
laid, and preparations made for the same daily. 

This delicate personage, on taking leave of the 
family which had so magnificently entertained 
him, presented a memorandum to the master of 
the house, calculating the expense of two un- 
eaten dinners each day, for the time he had 
remained, and actually enforced payment of the 
same ! 

My kind entertainer very often insists on 
my inviting my brother officers to dine ; and as 
he is an enthusiastic admirer of Englishmen 
and English customs, I have duly inculcated 
some of them, such as removing the table-cloth, 
and making the cheerful bottle circulate for an 
hour or two, filled with most excellent claret ; he 
giving, on such occasions, evident proofs of being 
an apt scholar. I am also driven out in his cur- 
ricle, and presented to his numerous friends. He 
has a box at the opera, convenient for ogling, and 

from whence my friend Lieutenant D , who 

has also been his frequent guest, succeeded in 
attracting the attention of la premiere danseuse , 
a most divine creature, who is at present perform- 
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ing the part of Penelope. She possesses all 
the physical attributes ascribed to that princess, 
and (luckily for D.) without one of her moral 
ones; she seems already to have forgotten her 
late Ulysses, whom report says is trudging into 
France, whilst the amorous lieutenant seems 
destined for a time to hold sway in Ithaca ; thus 
having the advantage of attracting public notice 
as her declared inamorata and favoured cavaliere, 
and by this means introducing himself to the 
notice of the Genoese dames, as a candidate for 
their future favours. 

My young friend’s rapid rise and progress in 
the affections of La bella Ballerina, shall be given 
at some future period, as part of the light , or shade , 
of the painting I am attempting to execute, of 
Italian manners. In the meantime, to proceed 
with the course of events. 

The day after our lodgment I was riding out 
towards our lines, when! met Lord W. Bentinck, 
who had not as yet entered the town ; although 
the National Guards had been underarms since 
day-light, and thousands had collected to pay 
him homage. He made me retrace my steps, for 
the purpose of pointing out General M‘Farlane*s 
residence ; thuk affording me an opportunity of 
leading the conqueror into the capital, in his old 
pepper and salt surtout. We were allowed to 
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pass without the slightest notice being taken of 
us ; although drums were beating, and guards 
saluting every ensign with a red coat on his 
back. Thus his lordship avoided the pomp and 
ceremony of a public entry, which he seemed to 
have a great terror of ; and the Genoese failed in 
their endeavours at beholding and complimenting 
the British chief. 

I could not help inwardly smiling as I led him 
along; and when I had safely housed him, I 
should certainly have been malicious enough to 
have reproached the Genoese for their want of 
respect, had not his lordship enjoined me to let 
him remain incog. 

The streets of this town are very narrow, with 
the exception of the principal ones; and the 
number of magnificent palaces huddled together 
is quite surprising. It seems as if, in the days 
of their republican and mercantile splendour, 
when wealth was flowing in upon them, they had 
been afraid of not finding room sufficient for a 
display of their opulence, and that they had thus 
early began to economize the small portions of 
commodious building-ground afforded by the near 
approach of the Apennines, which on all sides 
hem them in. 

Carriages are here of little use, all state visits 
being made in portantinos ; every lady of rank 
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having one, with a couple of athletic porters at 
her beck, and the numbers collected at the doors 
of the theatre of an evening are remarkable. 

We had a grand ball two nights ago, where all 
the beauty and fashion were assembled. His Ma- 
jesty of Sardinia graced it by his presence, having 
landed twodays before, on his road toTurin,to take 
possession of his Italian dominions. Last night he 
was at the theatre, which was brilliantly illumi- 
nated. The ladies in their diamonds and court- 
dresses gave a splendour and animation to this 
scene, surpassing all I had before beheld, and the 
blaze of beauty around was quite stupifying. I, 
not knowing where to fix my astonished gaze, 
at the request of Lieutenant D , pointed it to- 

wards Penelope, who was also adorned with her 
choicest brilliants, of which she possesses a large 
quantity ; having been for a length of time chlre 
amie of the Prince Borghese, who had been 
lavish in his bounty. 

The Genoese ladies, who are, generally speak- 
ing, beautiful, are seen to great advantage on 
gala days. Their features have much of the old 
Homan cast, being bold and commanding, with 
(be it beauty or defect) a rather prominent nose, 
which is, however, harmonized and softened by the 
extreme lustre of their large eyes, and the length 
of their eyelashes. This characteristic is rendered 
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still more attractive, when their heads are taste- 
fully decorated with gems and plumes, which would 
laugh to scorn a petit nez retrousse , and small eyes. 
The patrician race show much blood, and you 
may safely pronounce them “ thorough bred.” 

If the evening costume of the Genoese ladies 
is costly and splendid, their morning one is mo- 
dest and unassuming, every woman being dressed 
alike ; so that in perambulating the streets of a 
morning, it is difficult to distinguish the princess 
from the plebeian, excepting by a more graceful 
tournure. All ranks wear a white gauze thrown 
over their head and shoulders, which they term 
a miser o, and which in my opinion is vastly be- 
coming. The Passegio of a Sunday in the main 
streets, where all ranks congregate, attired alike, 
is truly an interesting sight, conveying to the 
mind notions of republican simplicity. But more 
of the fair sex anon. 
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CHAPTER V. 

GENOA. 

Provisional government — Italian women — The system of marriage 
and cicisbeoism. — Public panders — English gullibility — Its con- 
sequences on the reputation of Italian ladies of rank — A love 
affair — A lame Mercury — A strange coincidence — An Italian 
waiting-maid — Behind the curtain — A disappointment — Patito- 
ship— A female adjutant-general — The secrets of the Coulisses — 
The senator and the danseuse— Country villas of the Genoese — 
Splendid view — A peasant prince — Genoese palaces — The city 
— The climate — The flowers — The siege of Genoa — Sufferings 
of the French — Battle of Marengo — Republican recollections — 
Cathedral of San Lorenzo— Extraordinary emerald cup— Trip 
to Savona — Noble road — The birth-place of Columbus. 

Genoa, June l, 1814. 

A provisional government has been settled, 
and all seem to anticipate that Genoa will again 
resume its republican form, under the powerful 
protection of England, and that a British gar- 
rison will be stationed here. But let me return 
to “ metal more attractive ” than prospective 
politics — namely, the Italian ladies. And first 
let me tell you that they are curiously cautious 
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in the arrangement of that part of their establish- 
ment entitled the Cavaliere Servente, or Cicisbeo : 
thus affording the passing stranger, or casual 
visitor, little chance of engaging their affections. 
The ceremony preliminary to the constituting of 
a cavaliere servente, occupies often graver con- 
sideration than the tying of the matrimonial 
knot ; — for, in the former momentous affair, the 
sex think and act for themselves ; whereas in the 
other case, they unhappily have little or nothing 
to say : it being directed by family interest, and 
adjusted by guardians or parents, who are arbi- 
trary in the disposal of their hands — leaving the 
affections and predilections of their hearts little 
share in the arrangement. They are led from 
the convent to the altar ; or, like a bale of goods 
from the magazine, to the hammer ; or, from the 
bosom of their own family, to that of a man in- 
different to them. 

The unfortunate female, previously shut up, and 
debarred all the enjoyments so alluring to her 
age and sex, (for no spinster is here seen in pub- 
lic,) gladly embraces the parental offer of emanci- 
pating herself ; and accepts the proffered spouse 
whom she has oft been known to have then be- 
held for the first time, and whom she generally 
views merely as a key to future liberty. 

Thus ought we to pause, before we condemn 
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the adoption of a custom so repugnant to good 
old English feeling ; and which so little harmo- 
nizes with the happy and domestic state of Eng- 
lish matrimony. Not that I mean to assert this 
to be always the case in Genoa — for I have ob- 
served several couples in the full enjoyment of con- 
nubial bliss ; and many here seem to reprobate 
the folly and iniquity of the practice in question ; 
although formerly it was wont to be a stipulation 
in the marriage contract, that the lady should 
have the nomination to this post, whilst at other 
times it was left at the discretion of the husband. 
There are manifold instances where women have 
given their hearts to men in this capacity, who 
have held them for twenty and thirty years ; nay, 
even for their whole lives ; and many a tottering 
pair have been pointed out to me, who, having 
enjoyed the heyday of youth and love in each 
other’s society, are now gently gliding down the 
hill of life, hand in hand. The fiery fury of love 
having consumed and purified itself in the fur- 
nace of passion, from the animal ore, comes forth 
from the crucible freed from its baser qualities, 
under the refined and more durable guise of 
friendship. 

What is certain is, that our misled travellers 
often return to their native country, after a hur- 
ried excursion through this, with most erroneous 
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conceptions of Italian women and Italian cus- 
toms. Having been accosted in the public streets 
and market-places, by those disgraces to their 
country and to human nature, who seek to tempt 
them with, “ Signore ! signore ! venite meco ! 
Una cosa rara — una duchessa — una principessa. 
O Dio ! bella quanta mai !” — the gulled Inglese 
goes back to his own land, and blasts the fair fame 
of Italy’s illustrious dames. 

Although balls, plays, and other pageantries, 
given by our naval heroes on ship-board, &c., are 
daily affording opportunities for ladies to be 
“ courted of their hearts, 1 ” I have as yet heard 
of no permanent liaison, and these matters are 
generally known as soon as finally adjusted. 
Though everything appears en train , by the facili- 
ties granted their new gallants, yet they all seem 
to me to have taken a leaf out of Shakspeare’s 
book, where he makes Cressida say — 

“ Yet hold I oft, women are angels wooing : 

Things won are done, joy’s soul lives in the doing : 

That she beloved knows nought, that knows not this, — 

Men prize the thing ungain’d more than it is : 

That she was never yet, that never knew 
Love got so sweet, as when desire did sue ; 

Therefore this maxim out of love I teach, — 

Achievement is command : ungain’d beseech.” 
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Still it must not be supposed, because my 
headlong friend Lieutenant D. so briskly buc- 
kled to with his gay Ballerina, that therefore the 
custom of off-hand love-making is general ; for 
she is a rover like himself — “ Here to day and 
gone to-morrow.” 

I will now proceed to give you the whole of 
this Italian intrigue, as recounted to me by the 
amorous and laughter-loving lieutenant. 

Whilst revolving in his mind the next step to 
be taken, and calling to mind that “ Ce n’est 
que le premier pas qui coute,”— on turning his 
eyes around in search of the implements neces- 
sary to carry on the attack, luckily, who should 
he fix them on (for lack of better) but a crippled 
and decayed beggar, who used daily to haunt his 
door, and whom, on examining and finding 
him intelligent and enterprising, be constituted 
(sur le champ) his Mercury, , and dispatched 
him at once, to hold conference with his inamo- 
rato’s femme de charabre; of whom (rather a 
curious coincidence) he found he had been, in 
days of yore, the lover. 

This limping Mercury had unfortunately left 
his toes behind him in Russia, having been one 
of Napoleon’s soldiers during that disastrous cam- 
paign. But he did his calling better than a 
better man; he succeeded in seeing the Came 
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riera, and returned with a request that D. 
would write a billet. This he accordingly did, 
and in due time received an answer, penned by 
the fair hand of the fair Penelope herself, accus- 
ing him of infinite presumption, and wondering 
at his hardihood, in requesting an interview for a 
person totally unknown to her. 

This did not damp the lieutenant’s ardour, 
for he knew that “ faint heart never won fair 
lady.” Accordingly, the very same evening he 
proceeded to hold a consultation with the fille de 
chambre, who listened to his complaints a* to 
the wounds inflicted on his heart by the face and 
figure of her mistress, and then desired him to 
return on the morrow morning; assuring him, 
that in the meantime she would take liis case 
into her mature consideration, and endeavour to 
provide a remedy for the same. Finally, she 
held out her hand with as much sang-frpid to 
receive her fee, as the oldest member of the 
faculty could have done. 

The impatient lover hastened to his post at 
the hour appointed, which was midnight, and 
there found the devil’s kitchen-maid ready to 
serve him up as a dish for her mistress. 

First enjoining profound silence, she opened 
and shut the street door with becoming mystery ; 
then making him a sign to follow, she led the 

e 5 
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amorous lieutenant through various apartments, 
until he arrived at the dressing-room of the chaste 
Penelope. But, alas! it was empty of the trea- 
sure he expected to find there. In short, his 
goddess had not returned from the theatre, and, 
ad interim , he was placed behind the window- 
curtains, and told to bide there concealed until 
the return of la signora, when he was to come 
forth from his hiding-place, throw himself at 
her feet, and wait her pleasure ! Moreover, he 
was directed not to be alarmed if she should 
scream aloud, — it having been expressly agreed 
that she should feign great surprise and terror at 
his audacity; but that in due time she would 
allow herself to be pacified ! Non est mulieri 
mulier insuperabilis ? 

Romeo, swearing by the blessed moon, de- 
scribes the fruit tree tops as being “ tipped with 
silver;” and the lieutenant applied the same phrase 
to his present conductress; by which means he saw 
his way more clearly, having now a pretty good 
perception of the finale of his tragi-comedy. The 
lieutenant thus found himself both morally and 
physically “ behind the curtain.” 

Of the latter, he was, as he said, beginning to 
get heartily tired, when a fairy tread and magic 
voice on the stairs gave him hopes of a speedy 
release from the durance of a dark room. 
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The cruel fair, however, in order to keep up a 
little longer his agitation and suspense, went into 
an adjoining room, where she thought fit to re- 
main a considerable time, at once to please and 
tease him, with a display of her vocal and instru- 
mental powers. This done, she came into her 
sanctum sanctorum with the most innocent air in 
the world, as if nothing was farther from her 
thoughts than to find it profaned by the presence 
of a son of Mars. 

To talk in military phrase, the lieutenant mus- 
tered up courage, and made a sortie from behind 
the curtain ; but, before he had time to put the^ 
whole of his projected plan of operations into 
effect, she sprung a mine upon him by a most 
piercing shriek, and ringing a bell, staggered into 
the next apartment, where, throwing herself upon 
a sofa, a bewitching and affecting hysteric scene 
was represented, — her limbs and figure assuming 
the most graceful and alluring attitudes. 

The female professor quickly appeared, when, 
after the expenditure of a due proportion of eau 
de Cologne and orange-flower water, the whole 
matter was amicably adjusted, so far as related to 
the honour of her private acquaintance; but 
there was still a considerable probationary term 
decreed to elapse, before he was to be advanced 
to the distinguished rank of Lover, being only 
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now in the first stage of Patito-ship , or suffering. 
Accordingly, for several successive nights he 
was regularly admitted after the theatre ; when 
sighing and suing on his part, singing, playing, 
and acting on hers, beguiled the time — robbing 
him both of his heart and his sleep, not to men- 
tion his money ; at which, becoming naturally 
impatient, he had again recourse to his oracle, 
who recommended perseverance and patience ; 
at the same time predicting the precise night on 
which the fortress would surrender, and the 
conqueror’s promotion be registered in Cupid’s 
gazette. 

The commander-in-chief for the time being 
now issued her preliminary orders — that he was 
neither to look at, nor speak to, any other 
woman ; that he was to parade himself in public 
wherever she was ; to which end she gave her 
commands, on the evening of their meeting, for 
the ensuing day, with all the dignity and autho- 
rity of an adjutant-general. For example : At 
such an hour she was to promenade at such a 
place, where his figure was to be forthcoming. 
On such a night, she was to be at such a theatre, 
where he was to take post as near her as possible. 
At such a church, she was to be on such a festi- 
val, where he was doomed to contemplate her 
offering up her orisons to such a saint. As yet, 
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however, not having undergone the ceremony of 
a public introduction, he durst not take any fur- 
ther notice of her than the silent but expressive 
language of the eyes permitted. 

After some time, it was arranged that he 
should procure a public presentation to her; which 
hehad much difficulty in effecting; and the objec- 
tions and excuses resorted to by her admirers 
and satellites, to whom he had recourse, was to 
him a rich fund of entertainment. 

He dissembled it admirably when the introduc- 
tion actually took place, by one more obliging 
than the rest ; and their modest and embarrassed 
demeanour in public afforded them in private a 
hearty laugh. 

As the lieutenant pourtrayed to me la belle 
danseuse, she must have had much humour and 
drollery about her, and her manner of recount- 
ing a visit she made to one of our line-of-battle 
ships, lying close to the mole at Genoa, was truly 
amusing. 

Being now regularly installed as her lover, he 
visited her in her box at the opera, and in her 
attiring chamber behind the scenes, where it was 
diverting to observe the profound adoration with 
which she was treated by a host of old love- 
stricken beaux, who kissed her hands with the 
most doating devotion ; and one man — “ a grave 
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and reverend” senator, — used to imprint burning 
kisses on — her toe ! 

Genoa, June 5, 1814. 

At this season, les gens de condition begin to 
move off to their cool and quiet retreats in the 
country ; or to make their annual visit to some 
favourite watering-place, — Italy affording a vast 
variety of these, from the fresh and limpid to 
the stinking and muddy. Of the pure kind, 
Lucca is the most fashionable ; among the dirtier, 
are those in Piedmont, at Fossano, and at Aix in * 
Savoy. 

In the vicinity of Genoa, almost every citizen 
and petty tradesman has his villeggatura ; and 
during the hot months, after the business of the 
day has been gone through, thither he retires to 
smoke his pipe, and sip (under the cool shade of 
the vine or mulberry) his small sour wine — what 
the French term chasse cousin — Bacchus having 
been here by no means bountiful. These nume- 
rous, neat, and happily situated cassinos, as well 
as magnificent mansions, with their gardens and 
pleasure-grounds, give to the shores east and 
west of Genoa, commonly styled la Riviera, the 
appearance of a perfect paradise. 

The viewfromthe hill of Rua, wbenapproachin^ 
from theLevant, and looking down upon the town, 
with its towers, steeples, and many-coloured mar- 
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ble palaces ; its noble port, its adjacent villages, 
orange and olive groves, thickly interspersed 
with beautiful buildings ; the fantastic forms and 
ever-varying shadows of the majestic Apennines, 
bordering the picture on one side, whilst the 
ocean serves to set it off on the other, and a 
bright Italian sun illuminates the whole ; — all this, 
together with the shores of the Mediterranean, 
beyond Savona, where the scene is terminated by 
the distant cloud-capt Alps, causes the admiring 
traveller readily to pay his tribute of applause, 
by acknowledging the long-acquired title of 
Genoa la superba. 

When approaching on the other side, from 
Lombardy, the view is still more striking, for 
by this route the town is hid from you whilst 
winding amidst the mountains, and not until you 
have crossed the bridge of Cornigliano, passed 
the outer gate, and wound round by the light- 
house, does it burst upon your sight ; and from 
being built on the acclivity of a hill, it displays 
itself to imposing advantage in its amphitheatrical 
form. 

The palaces most worthy admiration in the 
city are those of Doria, Balbi, Brignole, Durazzo, 
and Palavicini. In the environs, are those of 
Brignole, Giustiniani, andSaluzzo; on the Albaro, 
the Spinola, Doria, and Grimaldi ; at St. Pietro 
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d* Arena, Marcellino; Durazzo at Cornigliano; 
and at Sestri, Maria Spinola, now in the posses- 
sion of a wealthy merchant, who has raised him- 
self to his present position by his talents and in- 
dustry. He may have been born a peasant ; but 
what is certain is, that he spends his money like 
a prince, and I (with many others of our coun- 
trymen,) have enjoyed ihis fetes, and shared his 
unbounded hospitalities. 

At all events, it ought to be reckoned no dis- 
paragement here to be a merchant ; for almost 
every noble dabbles in commerce, and all are of 
necessity venders of the produce of their estates, 
being paid for them in kind by the cultivators. 

The narrowness of the streets of Genoa, and 
the height of the houses, shield you from the sum- 
mer's sun : whilst the sea breezes, and cold winds 
from the surrounding mountains, render the heat 
tolerable. 

In winter, the streets are generally dry, their 
inclining position carrying off the rain as it falls ; 
and you may promenade with comfort as soon as 
it ceases, from the absorbing nature of the flags 
and bricks with which they are paved. This is 
a most material point, to recommend Genoa as a 
winter residence. Moreover, there is seldom a 
day passes without a peep from old Sol. 

The profusion of flowers, to the cultivation of 
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which much attention is paid, is astonishing ; and 
quantities are yearly dispatched to Paris, to assist 
at the adornment of the Christmas f6tes ; the 
artificial ones made here are also held in high 
estimation, and the minuteness and delicacy with 
which they imitate nature, at the Serbino convent^ 
is well worthy observation. 

I lately, for want of something better to do, 
visited the various out-works and extended for- 
tifications of this place, in company with an 
ancient military officer, whose acquaintance I was 
fortunate enough to make, and who kindly under- 
took to be my cicerone. During our rambles, 
he endeavoured to give me a notion of the cele- 
brated defence made by Massena in 1800, when 
the inhabitants, reduced to the greatest ex- 
tremities, were even compelled to eat their do- 
mestic animals. He told me of an enamoured 
French commissary, who used occasionally to 
compliment the mistress of his affections with the 
appetizing offering of a bit of dead horse! Whilst 
other less fortunate gallants were obliged to turn 
rat catchers, to enable them to offer this caccia 
(gamp) at the shrine of beauty. 

I can only relate, not vouch for the truth of, 
these anecdotes. It is certain, however, that 
Massena’s dispatch to the French authorities 
mentions, that “ the inhabitants, for a length of 
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time, were without bread, and the army were 
obliged to eat their horses.” 

Massena, during the operations, narrowly es- 
caped being made prisoner. His situation must 
have been arduous. For, even when he suc- 
ceeded Champonet in command, the array was 
sadly reduced by fatigue and famine. Had he 
held out one day longer his defence would have 
immortalized him ; for when his flag of truce 
arrived at the Austrian head-quarters, with a 
proposition for surrendering, an order had al- 
ready been received from General Melas, to raise 
the siege. 

The conquest, however, was of short duration. 
Napoleon, like a thunder-cloud, crossed the Alps, 
showered destruction on the devoted heads of the 
Imperialists in the plains of Marengo, and laid 
all Italy prostrate at his feet. 

Let me now escort you where my exulting old 
guide led me — his republican blood mantling in 
his weather-beaten cheek, — to point out the spot 
long tinged with German blood — where the 
revolt of Austrian bondage first began in 1746, 
when they succeeded in destroying a part, and 
driving the remainder of the army from the 
town. 

Being now at no great distance from the 
Cathedral of St. Lorenzo, we soon entered that 
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fine old, gothic, marble-encrusted edifice, and 
saw the renowned cup formed from a single 
emerald. Not being much of a mineralogist, 
I cannot swear that it was green glass, although 
it had much the appearance of it ; and I knew 
that “ Un’ uomo senza fede , val niente at least 
in this marvel-making country ; so I quietly pro- 
ceeded to contemplate the illumined chapel, with 
its never-dying tapers, where the ashes of St. 
John are carefully conserved. 

My complaisant # conductor now proposed a trip 
to view the beak of an ancient Roman galley, 
found near the port ; but I preferred a walk to 
the Dock-yard, to behold a very fine seventy-four 
nearly complete. 

The Genoese allege that our naval commander- 
in-chief is very assiduous in his attentions here. 
The captors promise themselves the reaping of a 
rich harvest, from the spoils of this place, and the 
delegated caterers have laid their relentless 
fingers on a quantity of hemp and nankeen, 
supposed to be French, but claimed as the pro- 
perty of my kind host. 

I must now proceed to tell you that since I 
last wrote I have made a most agreeable excur- 
sion to Savona, distant thirty miles, by a delight- 
ful road teeming with the choicest beauties of 
* A man without faith is good for nothing. 
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art and nature. The French had projected the 
prolongation of it by the sea-side, even into 
France, (no carriage being heretofore enabled 
to advance farther in that direction,) and a few 
miles of it have been completed on the other side 
of the town ; and several huge projecting rocks 
already perforated. 

The citadel of Savona is an irregular fortifica- 
tion, now of no considerable strength, but formerly 
serving as a defence for its once capacious port, 
-which the commercial and mpnopolizing avidity 
of the Genoese induced them long since to choke 
up. The town itself is the see of a bishop, 
and served as a prison for Pope Pius VII. 
It also has the honour of having been the birth- 
place of a lyric poet, Gabriello Chiabrera, 
who was the great friend of his holiness Urban 
VIII. 

Soult, in the year 1800 commanded the troops 
on the neighbouring heights, and I went to view 
the ground from whence he performed a mas- 
terly retreat. 

On my journey to and fro, I found pleasure 
blended with melancholy on beholding in the 

village of — , the now mouldering house 

once occupied by that ill-used but immortal navi- 
gator Columbus. What a chain of wonderful 
and overwhelming reflections this spot caused to 
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start up in my mind ! Here it is said the dis- 
coverer of the great western continent first 
drew the breath of life. Here, then, the fate of 
millions yet unborn was first engendered — here 
originated the first cause of the many political 
turmoils occasioned in my own country — and here 
unerring fate endowed a mind with attributes 
capable of crossing the vast Atlantic in search of 
a new world — a world, perhaps, one day destined 
to subjugate and rule the old. 
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The Ballerina again— A journey to Milan — Ascent of the Ap- 
ennines — Volteggia — Novi — The republican army in 1799 — 
Moreau and Suvarff — Death of J oubert — Anecdote of Moreau — 
The fortune of war — A fine reflection cut short — We join the 
Ballerina — A moderate bill — Serenades — A dealer in an- 
tiquies — The Po and the Ticino — Pavia — The garden of the 
Milanese — The tower of Boetius — Arrival at Milan — Astonish 
the natives — The residence of the Ballerina — Her great wealth 
in jewels— Milan — The Corso— The Scala — The Duomo — The 
tomb of St. Carlo Boromeo — View from the summit. 

Milan, July 1814. 

Here I am, in company with my friend Lieu- 
tenant D , in the metropolis of Upper Italy, 

apparently yoked to the triumphal car of the fair 
Ballerina, whose amiable intention no doubt 
is, to exhibit us to all her confreres and consceurs 
of the theatre della Scala, (to which corps her 
signoraship belongs,) as a type of the renowned 
Inglese, who so lately made all Europe dance, 
and as a trophy of her own all-conquering and ir- 
resistible charms. 

A few days before we left Genoa, the Lieu- 
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tenant came to me, to sav, that the engagement 
of his inamorata was at an end, and that she was 
going to Milan ; that she had offered him a seat 
in her carriage, and that she could manage to 
accommodate his friend, il Signor Maggiore. 
By-the-bye, I received this enviable title from 
the moment I was appointed major of brigade ; 
and as the old saw has it, “ once a major always 
a major,” I hope at least it will hold good with 
me till I get a higher grade. 

Nothing loth to see life, even in company with 
a professed dancer, I embraced the offer, as I had 
some time before made arrangements for visiting 
that capital. Accordingly we both obtained a short 
leave of absence, and setting out from Genoa on 
the 4th of July, 1814, about two hours after mid- 
day, on horseback, so as to journey during the 
evening, we proceeded to Campo Marone, and 
from thence, ascending one of the highest moun- 
tains in the rising chain of the Apennines, by a 
well-constructed road cut through it, we halted 
for a few minutes, to breathe our chargers, and 
enjoy a magnificent view of the environs of the 
city we had lately left. 

We now quitted the celebrated site of the 
Bochetta, and proceeded by a romantic road to 
our cantonment foi* the night— Volteggia — a 
beautifully sequestered mountain village. 
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Early on the preceding morning, after solacing 
our stomachs with a draught of cold mineral 
water from a neighbouring spring, we deter- 
mined on breakfasting at Novi, the frontier town 
of the Genoese state. 

The principal road by Novi, leading into Lom- 
bardy, is defended by the small fortress of Gavi, 
advantageously situated on a rock, which com- 
mands a pass formed by the mountains at this 
place, and is almost equi-distant from these two 
rivers. I mention this circumstance, as between 
them the Austro-Russian army, under the re- 
nowned Suwarow, after deploying on the croup 
of the last hills which crown the heights of Novi, 
was drawn up in line of battle on the plains of 
Lombardy, on the morning of the 16th of August 
1799 — a day fatal to the republicans, whose line 
of defence was too much extended for their num- 
bers, which were considerably inferior to those of 
their allied opponents. 

Do not suppose that we made the whole of 
this reconn oissance on an empty stomach. No ! 
we made a most excellent breakfast at Novi, a 
tolerably sized walled town, with some splendid 
palaces appertaining to Genoese noblesse, who 
generally occupy them during the summer and 
autumn months. 

I procured a guide, and sallied forth to survey 
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this long and well-contested field, which, from its 
duration, might be compared to the celebrated 
one of Chevy Chase. 

“ This fight did last from break of day. 

Till setting of the sun ; 

For when the evening bell had toll’d, 

The battle scarce was done.” 

The position of the republicans (with the 
exception, as I have before said, of its being too 
extended for their numbers) appears one of the 
strongest I ever beheld, particularly the centre 
of it, which was on the plateau, or heights in 
front of Novi, where twenty pieces of cannon 
were placed — vomiting destruction, and almost 
annihilating the centre of Suwarrow’s army, 
which he here, in person, led three times to the 
attack. 

This old mad Russian, with, as Shakspeare 
says, “ method in his madness,” towards the close 
of the day (still having sufficient force left to 
contend with the enemy at this point, and pre- 
vent their attacking him in the plain) ordered 
General Melas, with eight battalions of grena- 
diers and six of infantry, which formed the re- 
serve at Rivalta, to proceed to turn their right by 
the left bank of the Scrivia ; which movement com- 
pletely succeeded, and decided the fate of the day. 

It is enough to show the obstinacy with which 

VOL. I. F 
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this battle was contested, to mention that the 
allies lost seven thousand wounded and ten thou- 
sand killed, the latter almost all Russiaus, who, 
though three times repulsed, as often returned to 
the assault of this formidable part of the posi- 
tion. 

My present cicerone, who professed having 
been an eye witness of the scene, did not possess 
all the intelligence I could have wished, and 
consequently was incapable of pointing out the 
spot where the youthful commander-in-chief, 
Joubert, fell. I knew that it was on the left of 
the line, and early in the action, whilst leading 
on a charge, that a ball struck him to the heart, 
and he could only articulate the words, En avant! 
en avant ! He had been married only fifteen 
days, and it is said, on the morning of the battle, 
whilst regarding the portrait of his young wife, 
which he wore suspended on his bosom, he ex- 
claimed : 

“ Je vaincrai — je l’ai promis a la republique et a 
elle — ou je mourirai.” Alas ! he only succeeded in 
accomplishing the least agreeable part of the 
vow. 

Poor fellow ! he modestly mistrusted his own 
ability on taking the command — this being his 
first essay in such a situation — and requested his 
predecessor and friend Moreau to direct in chief. 
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This the hero nobly declined, but promised to re- 
main with him, serve under him, and assist him 
with his experience and advice during the ap- 
proaching combat, observing that it was their 
duty to conform to the orders of their govern- 
ment, and that as the one had not the power to 
bestow, so the other had not the right to accept. 

As we stood on a commanding height, the 
picture before us presenting the plains of Rivatta 
at our feet, those of Marengo a little to our left, I 
began to meditate on the glorious uncertainties 
of war, and the vicissitudes of fortune, so 
clearly manifested by the two fields now before 
me ; when just as I was thinking of Hannibal and 
of Scipio, and of the thousands of gallant hearts 
that had been here struck to earth while in pursuit 
of “ the bubble reputation,” my reveries were in- 
terrupted by a message to announce to us the arri- 
val of the posthouse of “ una bellissima signora !” 
Accordingly, abandoning the field of Mars for the 
more inglorious one of Venus, we stepped into a 
handsome equipage, changed horses at Tortona, 
and from thence were doomed to be fleeced by 
mine host at Voghera, (our first night’s halting 
place,) where, on the ensuing morning, the land- 
lord of the Tre Mori presented us, for our night’s 
lodgment and an indifferent supper, a bill amount- 
ing to ten Napoleons ! 

f 2 
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Tis true, my valet, (the celebrated Peter Lin- 
net,) madame’s femme de chambre, and her 
brother, (who rode an unfortunate Rosinante of 
mine, to make room for me in the carriage) were 
all included in this reckoning : and to add to our 
host’s readiness in coming thus manfully to the 
charge, we had arrived in a very elegant chariot, 
the property of the fair danseuse, with four 
posters, which she condescendingly permitted 
Lieutenant D. and myself the honour of paying 
for. 

On our demurring about the settlement, our 
host, who seemed a bit of a wag, and not a bad 
sort of a fellow, counselled and consoled us with 
an Italian proverb, “ Chi va piano, va sano.” 
“ But,” continued he “ i signori milordi are 
travelling all * Inglese — & briglia sciolta — with 
four horses and a Ballerina — and (shrugging up 
his shoulder,) Cosi bisogna pagare.” 

After this, remonstrance seemed vain, especially 
as, on my appealing to our compagnon de voyage, 
she declared that she thought it “ the most mode- 
rate charge she had ever met with.” 

There was evidently no more to be said ; so 
we paid, and made the best of it. Moreover, we 
had a host of musicians to satisfy, for serenading 
the lady, and were pestered by a long visit from 
a vender of antiquities, whom we could get rid of 
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by no other means than by purchasing some 
trash. 

Whilst the horses were putting to, I paid 
visit to the cathedral, and walked through a part 
of the town, which is happily and agreeably 
situated. 

Leaving Voghera we passed, by a bridge, the 
Staffora, which was hastening to convey its tri- 
butary stream to the monarch of Italian rivers — 
the Po — which we were fast approaching, over a 
continued flat, highly cultivated, and thickly in- 
terspersed with mulberry trees, linked together 
by entwining branches of the luxuriant vine. 

We shortly afterwards passed the Po, by a 
bridge of boats, its dark and muddy waters roll- 
ing along with slow majestic pace. The breadth 
of the river here is about that of the Thames at 
Greenwich. Here a tax is levied ; but our mili- 
tary appearance saved us from it. 

About six miles farther, instead of the dusky 
hue and unadorned banks of the sombre Po, we 
had the shadowed ones of the clear, beautiful, 
and lively-running Ticino, here large, deep, and 
navigable for vessels of considerable size. 

Passing over a branch of the Ticino, by a mag- 
nificent marble bridge of great extent, and com- 
pletely sheltered from sun and rain, we found 
ourselves in the renowned and ancient city of 
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Pavia, once the metropolis and seat of govern- 
ment of the kings of Lombardy. 

The territory of Pavia is so fertile as to en- 
title it to the appellation of the garden of the 
Milanese. Its streets (somewhat grass-grown, 
this being vacation time for the students) are 
large and regular, and its squares spacious, 
with many handsome edifices. Various gothic 
towers present themselves ; amongst others, is 
shown that in which the learned Boetins was 
confined. 

I hurried through this town whilst my impa- 
tient fellow-travellers solaced themselves with a 
little refreshment, granting me only an hour and 
a half to view its beauties in, the lady being 
anxious to get to Milan, as she now for the first 
time informed us she had received, previous to 
leaving Genoa, the disagreeable intelligence of 
her house having been robbed to the amount of 
thirty thousand francs. 

Again starting, we passed the remains of a 
park, said to have been surrounded by walls to 
the extent of twenty miles. Here it was that the 
emperors Charles the Fifth and Francis the First 
tried their strength. 

At a short distance from the main road is the 
celebrated Certosa Convent, reputed to be the 
finest in Europe. 
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Continuing our route over eternal plains, of 
which I at last grew completely wearied, after 
about twenty English miles, we towards dusk en- 
tered Milan, Lieut. D. and myself being dropped 
in the same mystic manner in which we had been 
picked up, at the Albergo della Villa, by the bellis - 
sima Signora , who drove off to her own residence, 
leaving the two “ officiale Inglesi ” in charge of 
the gaping and amazed waiters. 

After dining, we were again summoned to the 
presence of the fair partner of our journey ; for 
the ceremony, as it seemed, of inspecting the 
numerous rich curiosities that embellished her 
elegant mansion — all, I presume, tributes to her 
charms. I was particularly struck by a gold 
ewer on her toilette, and a cage of the same pre- 
cious metal, containing a mechanical canary- 
bird, which favoured us with a vast variety of 
tunes. 

Adding all this wealth to the jewels she had 
deposited in Lieut. D/s charge previous to leav- 
ing Genoa, and to the profusion we now saw be- 
fore us on her toilette, it is clear that the thirty 
thousand francs’ worth, of which she alleged she 
had been despoiled, must have been a mere ba- 
gatelle ; so that she was evidently a prize worth 
contending for. 

For the last two or three days I have been ac- 
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tively employed in traversing this magnificent 
city, which presents all the busy hum and active 
bustle of a capital. My liberal banker has mounted 
me on a gallant charger, and each evening I 
have paraded myself on the Corso, where the 
beau monde exhibit themseves ; after which my- 
self and sub. have generally accompanied our 
fair friend to her box at the opera, (La Scala,) 
which for size, scenery, and machinery, has 
scarcely its equal. 

On the first evening of our appearance at the 
magnificent theatre, the ballet was the Storming 
of Seringapatam, and a most singular and ridi- 
culous effect it had, to see Sir David Baird and 
the Duke of Wellington dancing a pas de deux ; 
the former in the dress of an English major- 
general, and the latter as a colonel on the staff! 
To observe Sir David skipping about, and throw- 
ing himself into attitude on one toe, while point- 
ing out the different places of attack, was ludi- 
crous in the extreme. The small English cocked 
hats were not forgotten. 

I have at length contemplated with astonish- 
ment and admiration the vast and mighty edifice 
of the cathedral, with its myriads of white marble 
statues; the whole building being composed of that 
material. 

In a highly adorned subterraneous chapel re- 
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poses the body of Charles of Borromeo, whose 
zeal, patriotism, and active philanthropy, have 
been rewarded by the brevet rank of saintship. I 
also mounted to its cupola, to enjoy the extended 
prospect of the plains of Lombardy, bounded on 
one side by the Apennines, on the other by the 
Alps, with this rich and compact city at your 
feet. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

Evacuation of Milan by the French — Popularity of the English 
— Volatility of the Milanese — Hatred of the Austrians — Insta- 
bility of their government — Insults offered to them in the streets 
— Milanese nobles — General Pino — A character — The Ballerina 
again — An intrigue — A plot — An accusation — An escape— A 
catastrophe — Singular conclusion to a singular adventure — The 
origin of Milan— The public buildings— Its mercantile conse- 
quence — Anecdote of Marshal Villars — The environs — The am- 
phitheatre — The road over the Simplon — Other works of Napo- 
leon — The Ambrosian library— The observatory— French barba- 
rism — The Last Supper of Leonardo da Vinci — Extraordinary 
echo— Summer retreats of the Milanese — The manufactures of 
the district — The ladies of Milan. 


Milan, July 23d, 1814. 

A short period previous to our arrival, -the 
French had quitted and the Austrians taken pos- 
session of this part of Italy ; a political change 
which has left men’s minds in an unsettled state, 
and the spirit of party runs high. 

I was at this time gallantly mounted, and 
sometimes showed myself, even in uniform. In- 
deed our garb had always something military 
about it ; for a man long doing duty on a 
foreign station loses the habitude, as he loses the 
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means, of putting himself en costume citoyen . In 
short, it was soon ascertained that we were 
British officers belonging to the army of Italy ; 
and the result was, that crowds of all classes pes- 
tered us with their presence from morning till 
night, thinking that we had come authorized by 
our government to raise an Italian legion ; and I 
verily believe we could have got up a formidable 
army in a few days. The volatile Milanese were 
as eager to enter the English service as they for- 
merly had been to range themselves in the ranks 
of Napoleon, and capital soldiers they proved 
themselves. 

They seem heartily to hate the Austrians, who 
have here a very strong garrison. Their govern- 
ment is as yet wanting in stability and organiza- 
tion, which makes this the more necessary. The 
officers composing the garrison are daily and 
hourly subjected to insult, and quarrels are con- 
tinually taking place. I have myself seen the 
ci-devant officers of Napoleon (Italian) holding 
their noses when German ones passed them ! 
The attention and respect with which they treat 
us, serve as a foil to set off their detestation of the 
others. 

A report is now in circulation, and men’s 
minds are much excited about it, that a prince 
of the blood royal of England will hold sway 
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here ; and I am assured that a deputation has 
been sent to our head-quarters (Genoa) with this 
proposal. For this I cannot vouch, but I am 
certain, from all I have seen and heard, here and 
elsewhere, that in the event of any future rupture 
between the courts of Vienna and St. James’s, 
England could, by holding up its little finger, 
wrest Italy, or at all events the greater part of it, 
from the iron grasp of Austria. 

We have now a numerous acquaintance here ; 
amongst others, the Conte Porro, a man of learn- 
ing and intelligence, with whom we have dined 
frequently ; the Duke Serbellini, a remarkably fine 
dashing person ; also General Pino, who com- 
manded a part of the Italian army under the Vice 
Re in the Russian campaign. The General has 
told told us many interesting anecdotes on this 
subject. 

I must not omit the mention of a handsome 
gay Lothario, who absolusely haunts us. He 
is one of that class ever to be found in great cities, 
who prey upon the unwary, living by their witsand 
assiduities ; and his character might be summed 
up by making him to repeat the following Italian 
doggerel. 

“ Coll’ arte e coll’ inganno, Io vivo mezzo Fanno ; 

M Coll inganno e coll* arte, Io vivo Faltra parte/’* 

* “ I live one half the year by cheatery and art ; 

“ By art and cheatery I live the other part.” 
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We found this youug roan (also a discarded 
soldier,) a hanger-on at Madame’s, on our return 
from the lake of Como; to which spot, by the bye, 
we made a delightful trip, in company with two 
English friends and fellow-lodgers ; and Lieut. 
D. had the audacity to do this without the sanc- 
tion of his fair tyrant, who was full of wrath on the 
occasion. This truant act of his broke the first 
link in the chain by which he was spell-bound to 
the beautiful Ballerina. His new friend (Iago 
like) soon succeeded in shattering the remainder, 
by putting him in the way of proving that, dur- 
ing his absence, his fickle fair one’s list of lovers 
had been increased, by no less a personage than 
a French dancer, whose professional acquire- 
ments, and agile attributes, the lieutenant one 
night ( air improviso ,) put to the test, at the same 
time very nearly marring them for ever, by 
forcing Monsieur Gerard to leave a room where 
he lay concealed, by the most awkward of all 
exits, viz. a two pair of stairs window ! 

Observe, it was only by the suspicions instilled 
into the lieutenant’s mind by his insidious friend, 
and the wonderful change a few days’ absence 
had operated on his opera dancer, which brought 
about this catastrophe. On his paying her a 
visit one evening, and remaining rather late, he 
found that, as she herself said, she was “ tout a 
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fait ckangeL" She had “ taken a religious 
turn !” She now rose early, she said, and (yawn- 
ing repeatedly) retired to bed by times. 

When she found this hint did not succeed in 
disembarrassing her of D/s company, she en- 
deavoured to divert his attention (which was now 
bent on entering an adjoining apartment) by re- 
lating a long rigmarole story, of an old gentle- 
man who “ promenaded nightly before her door, 
who was in love with her, and going to marry 
her and she added, “ that if the lieutenant 
staid late, her antique Lothario would observe it, 
and raise a scandal in the neighbourhood. In 
short, she was quite melancholy, and he must 
leave her to muse alone.” 

But it would not do ; the suspicions of the 
lover were afoot, and in order to cut the matter 
short, he boldly proceeded to accuse her of infi- 
delity, and to endeavour to force his way into the 
suspected chamber. 

The consequences of this move were tremen- 
dous. Nothing less than a hurricane ! and such 
a one ! Thunder, lightning, and rain— torrents 
of abuse — fire flashing from her eyes — the whole 
concluding by a flood of tears! But D. was 
inexorable ; he had gone too far to retract ; so 
he determined, as he said, now that he had taken 
the field, to start his game. But fortunately for 
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both parties, he had already started . For the 
femme de chambre coming in, after a mutual 
change of significant glances, the fatal chamber 
was thrown open, the bird was flown, and the dis- 
comfited lover was left to the mortification of 
having made a false accusation ! 

The lady’s innocence being thus established, 
she triumphantly and indignantly banished him 
for ever from her sight. This “ ever,” however, 
was comprised in the short space of two days, at 
the expiration of which, an ambassador arrived 
to propose terms of accommodation ! 

Our assiduous buon amico brought us, next 
day, the results of the catastrophe and escape of 
the French dancer, whom he pronounced to be 
stroppiato assai — in plain English, dead lame — a 
circumstance which tallied perfectly with what 
the lieutenant imagined he had himself observed. 

There is no denying that the whole story may 
have been a pure invention of the enraged and 
disappointed lover ; for it is certain that the 
dancing Desdemona had no partiality for him. 

And, now, be pleased to mark the conclusion 
of this adventure, which is decidedly the richest 
and most characteristic portion of it. The lady 
has just sent to the Lieutenant, to say, “That he 
being her acknowledged lover, her character will 
be for ever ruined in public estimation, should he 
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thus early abandon her, and that, therefore, bon 
gr&, mal gr&, she is determined on returning to 
Genoa with him !” 

But enough of this. Let us turn, if not to 
“metal more attractive” than Italian opera- 
dancers, to matters less “fugitive.” 

This rich, populous, and compact city, stand- 
ing within a circumference of nine miles, and 
containing 140,000 inhabitants, is of ancient and 
illustrious origin. It is said to have been founded 
200 years after the building of Rome, and was 
first peopled by the Insubri, from whom the 
dutchy took the name of Insubria. It was then 
conquered by the Romans, who were in turn 
overcome by the Goths, who in their turn yielded 
to the Lombards. Didier, their last king, was 
made prisoner by Charlemagne, who crushed for 
ever the Longobarde empire. 

From this period the researches of the anti- 
quarian here prove fruitless ; the capital of Lom- 
bardy having undergone so many vicissitudes, 
spoliations, and devastations, that it is impossible 
to trace them. The Emperor Frederick Bar- 
barossa, it is said, levelled it with the ground 
in 1152; and it is declared to have been forty 
times besieged, twenty times taken, and four 
times almost entirely destroyed. 

In the present day, the mercantile conse- 
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quence of Milan is much advanced by two navi- 
gable canals ; which are carried from the ditch 
surrounding the town, between the interior and 
exterior walls ; the one uniting w r ith the Adda, the 
other with the Ticino; and to these canals is about 
to be added a third, communicating with the Po. 

Some of the streets of Milan are broad, airy, 
and well built, though there is little to admire in 
their architecture. As in Spain, every great 
town in Italy has its trades occupying distinct 
streets ; and if one may be permitted to judge of 
the opulence of this city by that of the goldsmiths, 
(Strada degli Orefici,) Milan is rich indeed. 

Numerous public gardens and delightful pro- 
menades present themselves, thickly planted with 
trees, that shade you from the summer’s sun. 
Indeed, the whole of the extensive ramparts are 
converted into pleasure-grounds, and the forti- 
fications that formerly surrounded the castle 
have been levelled, leaving only a square fort, 
which serves as a citadel, where a considerable 
force is constantly kept. The remainder is laid 
out in grass plats, with clumps of plantation, 
avenues of trees, &c., and affects the character of 
an English park. 

By-the-by, did you ever hear the neat jeu- 
de-mots connected with the fortress just referred 
to ? Whether you did or not, here it is. During 
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the wars of Italy, early in the seventeenth century, 
when this city was besieged by the renowned, 
haughty, and, at that time, hoary warrior, Mar- 
shal Villars, who was then upwards of eighty, 
whilst personally superintending the operations 
going on in the trenches, he was visited by a friend, 
who, astonished at the indefatigable activity of 
the veteran, ventured to ask him how old he was. 
The haughty duke replied, pointing to the town 
u Dans tres peude jours j aurai Milan!” (Mille ans.) 

The plantations, promenades, and alleys, which 
I have described, all terminate in the Place 
d’Armes. Near this is the spot intended to per- 
petuate the foundation of the Italian republic, 
denominated the Forum Bonaparte. It is a 
magnificent amphitheatre, constructed by order 
of the conqueror, and designed by the Chevalier 
Canonica, on the plan of the ancients. It is 
intended for chariot and horse-races, but may at 
will (by means of cisterns placed around) be con- 
verted into a naumachia. 

The entrance to this vast arena (which, having 
paced it, I calculated to be about eight hun- 
dred and fifty feet in length, by about four 
hundred and twenty in breadth) has for its 
principal entrance a noble arch, sustained by 
four pillars of the Doric order; and the galle- 
ries, which are supported by Corinthian columns 
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of highly-polished granite, are supposed to be 
capable of containing thirty thousand spectators. 

The noble road over the Simplon, constructed 
by Napoleon, terminates near here by a fine 
triumphal arch, which is worthy the great 
achievement it is intended to signalize. 

There are several other works in this city, 
attributable to the genius of Napoleon ; such as 
the Porta Ticino, a fine structure of the Ionic 
order, and the Porta Nuova, of the Corinthian 
order. So that if his ministers levied contribu- 
tions on the Milanese with one hand, it cannot 
be denied that, with the other, they disbursed 
them in embellishing the town and enriching the 
lower orders. 

The establishment of the Mint was also, during 
Napoleon’s reign, carried to a high pitch of 
perfection ; and medals, representing his vari- 
ous victories, are executed in a style worthy 
particular admiration. 

The Casernes (or Barracks) are on a grand 
scale, and there is an excellent military college 
and hospital. Another hospital for the use of the 
community in general is esteemed one of the 
largest and best conducted in Europe. 

Amongst others of the numerous institutions 
of Milan is the noble Ambrosian library, founded 
by Charles of Borromeo. It is rich in manu- 


Digitized by CjOOQle 



116 


MILAN. 


scripts, and has some good paintings, but alas ! it 
has been robbed of its chief treasure — Raphael’s 
celebrated cartoon, “ The School of Athens.”* 

I must not omit to mention the Observatory, 
which is considered the finest in Italy, and is in 
possession of a very rich collection of instru- 
ments; and the Monte de Pieta, which I also 
had the curiosity to visit. Almost every town in 
Italy has a similar institution, which may be 
described as a municipal pawn-shop, where the 
needy noble and distressed citizen can pledge 
and redeem their property without having their 
names and circumstances exposed. 

. I visited the Last Supper, the Capo d’Opera of 
Leonardo da Vinci. It is executed al fresco, on 
the wall of the refectory of the Dominican con- 
vent, Santa Maria delle Grazia. It is now almost 
obliterated ; the French soldiers having amused 
themselves, whilst quartered in the convent, with 
firing ball at the particular heads composing this 
immortal work. So much for the taste of la 
grande nation ! 

I also saw the restoration and perpetuation of 
this noble work in mosaic. An exact copy is in 
a state of great forwardness, taken from one by 

* This noble work is one of those which, in conformity with the 
“ great moral lesson ” taught to Europe by Wellington, has been 
returned to its home at Milan. 
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the Chevalier Joseph Bossi. During my visit 
the artist was working at Judas, and the salt- 
cellar which he upsets. Query — Is it from this 
incident that superstition has attached an evil 
omen to this awkward act ? And if so, how is 
the redeeming charm, of throwing a little over 
the left shoulder, to be accounted for ? 

I have left much to say, and little room to say 
it in; and I cannot afford you another letter 
from this capital, although my trip to Como, and 
various other matters, are still untouched. I 
shall therefore write to you either from Pavia or 
Alexandria, both of which places I propose halt- 
ing at. In the mean time I have just room to 
tell you, that I visited various places in the en 
virons of this city ; amongst others, the Casa 
Simonetta, where there is an echo that repeats 
the human voice forty times, and the sound of a 
pistol fifty or sixty times. 

Briauza and Varese are beautiful villages, and 
serve as retreats for the Milanese during the 
summer months. I did not visit Monza, cele- 
brated as possessing the original Couronne defer , 
which is kept with other treasure in its cathe- 
dral. 

The manufactures of this town are stuffs and 
silks, not of the very best quality. Glass, porce- 
lain, embroidery, founding, and constructing car- 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



118 


LADIES OF MILAN. 


riages, which are sent to various parts of Italy. 
In the surrounding country is cultivated in 
abundance, rice, forage, fruits, wine, and hemp, 
not forgetting the principal commodity, cheese* 
here called Grana , but more generally known as 
Parmesan. 

The nobility of this part of Italy are magni- 
ficent in their habits, and hospitable ; the other 
classes are industrious, peaceable, and civil. The 
women, although not particularly handsome, have 
a certain lusso and brio about them that are very 
attractive. In the morning, and during the day, 
you see the citizens’ wives and others going 
about, much in the manner that ladies in Eng- 
land would adopt on going to a ball; particularly 
in the extreme care and splendour with which 
they dress and decorate their hair, which is gene- 
rally profuse and beautiful. 
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Departure from Milan — Peter Linnet — The Ballerina— How to 
air linen — The story of the canary bird — Atrip to Como— The 
Lake — The house of Pliny the Younger — The Lady of the 
Lake — The Lago Lecco— A flirtation— A billet-doux — The 
Convent of Certosa— The battle of Pavia — Gallant conduct 
of Francis I. during the battle— His letter to his mother— A 
walk to Pavia— Church-robbing excused — The Marquis Pescara 
— Vittoria Colonna— Description of Pavia— Its destruction by 
Lantrec— The tables turned — Peter Linnet— The Ballerina 
once more — A pleasant evening. 


Pavia, July 28th, 1814. 

I quitted Milan with some regret; although 
I endeavoured to banish such thoughts, whilst, 
Frenchman-like, I put my affairs in a mouchoir 
de poche, and pushing my friend the lieutenant, 
Peter Linnet, and self, into a chaise de poste— a 
very different concern from the comfortable car- 
riage we had arrived in, belonging to our quondam 
friend the beautiful Ballerina; who, by-the-by, 
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I fully expected would follow us, as she had often 
declared her resolution of returning with her 
Caro Georgio — the cognomen of my weeping, 
wailing, woe-begone friend. 

Before we proceed further, it may be well to 
note down a circumstance that took place this 
morning, and which, although it served to dispel 
the gloom on the lieutenant’s mind, and afforded 
me considerable amusement, nevertheless cost 
me a bran new shirt. Peter Linnet, be it known, 
fancies himself a great adept at Italian, of which 
he gave some splendid specimens when he was 
perched on the coach-box of the Ballerina’s car- 
riage, alongside the fille de chambre of Madame. 
This morning we were called very early, and 
thinking my chemise felt damp, I sent Peter 
Linnet to the kitchen, to have the same dried. 
After waiting for it a considerable time in vain, 
I was induced to go in search of it myself, when 
I heard Peter vociferating to the astonished 
cooks and others, male and female, assisting in 
the kitchen, — “ Meto questo comicio nelfoco and 
before I could get near enough to rescue it, the 
devoted shirt was (by one of them more bold and 
jocose than the rest) thrown on the fire, amidst 
shouts of laughte?. 

Peter also got me into a dreadful scrape just 
before leaving Genoa ; and, I must confess, by 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



A METAMORPHOSIS. 


121 


something rather worse than a mere blunder, 
namely, the endeavour to remedy one fault by 
committing another of a more heinous nature. 
At the Castello, in the house of the magnificent 
and hospitable Genoese banker, where I was 
constantly treated en prince, in the apartments 
I occupied, there was a most engaging Canary 
bird, ycleped Dick. This bird would come out of 
the cage whilst I was at breakfast, light on my 
shoulder or hand, and pick the crumbs out of my 
plate ; would follow and fly after me ; would 
“ show fight” if I held my finger to him, and 
play many other engaging tricks. 

Peter had strong injunctions to watch over this 
bird, and always to shut him up in his cage before 
leaving the room ; but this he neglected one 
morning, and a strange cat entered the room, and 
made a meal of poor Dick. Peter was now put 
to his wit’s end ; for he knew the favour that 
poor Dick was held in, both by the family and 
myself. So, after due deliberation with himself, 
he sallied out, bought or caught a common 
sparrow, got some yellow ocher, painted the bird 
all over, and then put it in the cage of the defunct 
Dick. The bird seemed shy ; but we thought it 
was sick and moulting; till one day, the cage 
having been hung out of the window, a sudden 
and heavy shower came on ; the false Dick got 
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drenched, and when he was taken in, to the 
astonishment ami dismay of the whole family, the 
beautiful Canary was metamorposed into a com- 
mon house-sparrow ! The thing was considered 
a miracle, and to this day the family do not know 
the hoax the ingenious Peter had played on 
them ; and it was only on the journey that he 
confessed to me this ridiculous prank. 

Now for our trip to Como, and then I shall 
duly present you at the Certosa Convent. 

Julj Sth. 

Major C g, Doctor E , myself, and the 

lieutenant, set off for Como, where we arrived 
about six in the evening. 

Como is a large old town, situated at one 
extremity of the lake of the same name. We 
got a bad dinner and worse wine, for which Major 
C. had made a bargain on first entering the inn. 
This is the mode, if you mean to travel much, and 
avoid being fleeced. 


July 9th. 

We rose at four a.m. ; procured something to 
break our fast, and got into a boat, and rowed 
up the lake, which is surrounded by high and 
imposing mountains on all sides. One of these 
is almost perpendicular ; notwithstanding which 
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its sides are covered with the most romantic* 
looking cottages* and with some superb gentle- 
men’s seats. The soil and climate produce fruits 
in abundance, and of the most luxuriant kind. 

We rowed about six miles, and passed the 
village of Tauo, which is a charming spot. Soon 
after, we arrived at the country-house of Pliny the 
Younger. It is about 1100 years old, and is built 
at the foot of a tremendous precipice, from which 
a fine cascade, after falling about one hundred 
feet, finds a passage through the house. 

There is here an intermitting spring, which 
rises and falls two or three times a day. After 
drinking of its water, which was delicious, we 
proceeded onward, and our next place of call was 
an inn, a few miles farther up the lake, where 
we had fish, fowl, and sour wine ; the last article 
nf which was amply made up for by the sight of a 
most lovely female, the mistress of the house. 
She was only seventeen, and had been only four 
months married; and of course we all fell in 
love with her ; an attention of which she seemed 
perfectly sensible, as did also her husband, who 
appeared to be excessively jealous. 

After dinner we proceeded higher up the lake, 
to the palazzo St. Julio, where we disembarked, 
and walked about a mile across the country, 
when we reached an elegant country-house, 

g 2 
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commanding a most charming view of the Lake 
Lecco, which a little higher up branches off 
from Como, and forms the source of the Adda. 

These two lakes, with their rich mountains* 
covered with verdure in the foreground, and the 
alps in the distance, form a scene truly sublime. 
We hurried through the apartments of the house, 
which was fitted up in a superb style ; and on 
coming away I made the gardener collect a 
superb bouquet of flowers, which we agreed that 
the handsome lieutenant (on whom she had evi- 
dently looked with an eye of favour) should 
present from us, as a tribute to the beauty of the 
fair “ lady of the lake.” 

We called on our return, and presented our 
offering. She told us her name was Giova- 
nina, and that she came from a little village op- 
posite, and that she had never been beyond the 
boundaries of this inland sea. Nevertheless 
there was a grace and elegance about her, that 
would have done honour to a palace : through 
which, however, you could discover the true 
Italian propensity to coquetry and intrigue. In 
fact, when we went away she held a piece of pa- 
per in her hand, which we thought, as she eyed 
the lieutenant, she wished to drop into the boat 
as it passed under the window. But the boat- 
man told us that it was a signal for Signor D. to 
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write to her. The boatman seemed completely 
au fait to matters of this kind, and offered to 
carry any letter, and to bring back the answer^ 
or the lady herself, if the lieutenant liked. 

We got to the inn at twelve o’clock at night, 
very tired, but the amorous lieutenant not too 
much so to sit down and indite a billet doux to 
his new inamorato, whilst the rest of the party 
went to bed. 

July 10th. This morning our friend the boat- 
man came according to promise, and Signor J) 
gave him a dollar and the letter, with his address 
in Milan, and he promised to come himself with 
the answer; but I did not hear any more of this 
love affair. 

Here we took leave of our two travelling com- 
panions, Major C. and the Doctor, and when 
they started for Varese, we set off for Milan, 
where we arrived about three o’clock. 

We spent a few more days in this charming 
city, where there is a constant brio and bustle 
which are quite exhilarating ; during which time 
I made several excursions, and visited various 
palaces. None struck me more than the Palazzo 
Briera. 

On the morning of the 19th, soon after daylight* 
we finally quitted Milan, and found ourselves 
with a lpng day before us at the Convent of Cer* 
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tosa, where we spent several hours. Sculpture, 
painting, and architecture, have done their ut- 
most to embellish this splendid monastery. Its 
superb church still contains many choice speci- 
mens of the fine arts ; although it has suffered 
much by the marauding system of the French, 
who, with various other things, carried off the 
whole of the plate and treasure. It originally 
belonged to the Carthusian order, which was 
suppressed by Joseph II. 

Statuary, altars, pillars and pictures, still 
remain— sufficient to evince the riches and taste 
of these friars; and it is difficult to reconcile 
what one beholds with their reputed austerity ; 
their cloister being the most unique thing I ever 
beheld ; massy magnificence throughout ! 

In the extensive park of this convent was 
fought the celebrated battle of Pavia ; and hither 
came the conquered and captive monarch, to pros- 
trate himself at the footstool of mercy, and to 
crave that divine consolation he stood so much in 
need ofi He had previously had his wounds 
dressed in the imperial camp, where he supped, 
and remained at his own particular request, wish- 
ing to avoid the ridicule and humiliation of en- 
tering the adjacent city as a prisoner, after hav- 
ing so long threatened to do so as a conqueror. 
It is said that* on coming into the church, he was 
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struck by seeing inscribed on a marble slab a 
verse from the Psalms of David, so applicable to 
his present fallen state : — 

“ It is good for me that I have been afflicted, that I might 
leam thy statutes.” — David’s afflictions, Ps. exix. 71. 

We sauntered out in search of the field of 
battle, — where this gallant hut unfortunate 
monarch had for a considerable time the best of 
the day, in consequence of the execution done by 
his artillery ; but his natural impetuosity carrying 
him in front of his own guns, he rendered them of 
no further avail. The Spanish historians say 
that, after performing prodigies of valour, he 
was thrown from fortune and his horse, ( Dexado 
de la fortuna y del caballo 9 ) wounded and sur- 
rounded ; he gave up his sword to Lannoy, 
Charles’s general, who kneeling received it — 
presenting his own in return — observing, “ that 
it ill became so great a monarch to remain un- 
armed in the presence of one of the emperor’s 
subjects.” 

How admirable was the dignity and presence 
of mind of this king, who, although hemmed in 
on every side, still continued fighting, determined 
not to yield but to some one worthy of the prize ! 
When Pomperant, a French gentleman who had 
followed the fortunes of his traitorous friend 
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Bourbon, came up, and attempted to defend him 
from the fury of the Spanish soldiers, (who, un- 
conscious of liis rank, and enraged at his obsti- 
nacy, were about to sacrifice him,) and entreated 
him to surrender to Bourbon, who was at hand, 
he rejected the proposition with disdain, as one 
that would afford matter of triumph to his rebel- 
lious subjects. 

The very recital of such dignity of conduct 
does the human heart good ; and it is difficult to 
conceive how any one can read this heroic prince’s 
letter to his mother, announcing his disaster, with- 
out being moved to tears : “ Madam , all is lost 
except our honour ” 

Sending on our vetturd, we traversed the 
fields the greater part of the way to Pavia on 
foot, it being only four miles distant ; and I 
endeavoured to trace the operations that took 
place near three hundred years before. We 
entered the gate by which I presume the besieged 
sallied out, under the renowned Antonio de 
Leyva, who so nobly defended the fortress 
during the siege, and to whose obstinate resist- 
ance and final co-dperations may be attributed 
the discomfiture and captivity of the French 
king. 

Here it may be worth while to remark, that 
bad this monarch listened to the advice of his 
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sager councillors, instead of following that of 
Bonnevet, who was killed by his side, and who 
had forced this fatal irruption into Italy on his 
master, in furtherance of his romantic views on a 
Milanese lady, of whom he was enamoured, and 
the description of whose charms had made an im- 
pression on the two susceptible heart of the 
sovereign — I say, had he pursued the more 
prudent plan of retiring, there is no doubt that 
he might have remained master of the Milanese ; 
so distressed and impoverished was the state of 
the Imperial army. 

It is said that Antonio, when pushed, to satisfy 
the demands of his unpaid and mutinous Spanish 
and German soldiers, at length had recourse to 
robbing the churches ; k propos to which it may 
not be amiss to introduce the name of the Marquis 
Pescara, who, with Lannoy and Bourbon, had 
the chief command of the troops of Charles in 
Italy at this eventful period, and who made an 
excellent reply to the Legate to Pope Clement 
VII., in extenuation of such sacrilege, and in 
proof of the difficulty of curbing this propensity 
in his licentious soldiery. 

“ Monsegnor Legado, no ay cosa mas difficul- 
tosa a los que exercen la guerra, que con igual 
disciplina servir en un mismo tiempo a Mars y a 
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Christo ; perque el uso de la guerra en esta cor- 
ruption de militia paresce ser en todo contrario 
a justicia y religion.” 

The gaining the battle of Pavia is chiefly 
attributed to this great captain. On that 
day, the marquis broke down the park wall 
With his artillery, formed the army, and was 
the first to charge with the imperial horse. 
Francis allowed to him much of the glory of the 
day. 

The Marquis Pescara, discoursing on his am- 
bitious designs relative to Italy, said, “ It was a 
fine country to amuse oneself in ; that it was an 
easy conquest, but difficult to preserve:” an 
opinion which succeeding events have served to 
corroborate up to the present day. 

This celebrated warrior finished his career at 
the early age of thirty-six, breathing his last at 
Milan, in the year 1525. His body was tran- 
sported to Naples with great funeral pomp, 
and deposited in the church of St. Dominico. 
When a very young soldier, he was taken 
prisoner at the battle of Ravenna, and led in 
triumph to assist at the obsequies of Gaston 
de Foix. During his confinement he com- 
posed a work on Love, which he dedicated 
to his wife, the beautiful Vittoria Colonna, who 
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though early left a widow, and eulogized and 
courted by almost all the men of genius of her 
time, continued faithful to her first vow, vir- 
tuously to love and cherish his memory during 
her life. 

She was a woman of extraordinary talent, and 
counted among her suitors the celebrated Michael 
Angelo, whose theme she was in several of his 
sonnets. 

Pavia was anciently called Ticinum, from the 
river that runs past it, and the course of which 
Francis, during the siege, had endeavoured to 
turn ; an expedient which, instead of annoying 
the besieged, only served to inundate the country 
on his side, and retard his operations, by destroy- 
ing the works he had already erected. 

This town is remarkable for the beauty and 
richness of its churches, and the breadth and 
regularity of its streets. It was cruelly treated 
by Lantrec, the French general, who took and 
wreaked his vengeance on it, in the year pre- 
ceding that which witnessed the disgrace of his 
master. This atrocious act was amply atoned for 
in the same year, when Lantrec and his army, 
following their fortunes to Naples, the tables were 
there completely turned on himself and army, — 
both perishing through misconduct, while (to 
make the defeat more signal) fortune seemed to 
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be within bis grasp : thus causing the Neapolitans 
to exclaim : — 

“ Non si puo pigliar la fortuna per i capelli !” 

We had sent Peter forward with our traps, aa 
I have already stated, and on our arrival near 
the inn, he met and saluted us in true soldierlike 
style ; exclaiming, 

“ Plaise your honor she’s come !” 

“ Who the deuce is come ?” says I. He, rather 
forgetting himself, responded, “ By J s, II Sig- 

nora.” (For Peter, like the English lady I once 
heard talking about “les beaux Yaches et les 
belles bceufs,” always makes a sad jumble of the 
genders.) And sure enough, on entering the inn^ 
there we found the signora, snugly ensconced in 
the room where our dinner-table was laid, ap- 
parently as much at home as if no baruffa (row) 
had ever occurred. 

We all dined together, and spent a most agree- 
able evening ; the lady employing her guitar, and 
singing and playing most enchantingly ; in short, 
displaying all her airs, graces, and blandishments 
to much advantage, and to the entire discomfiture 
of the wise resolves of the softened and suscep- 
tible sub. 

I retired to my roost early, having previously 
arranged with the lieutenant, what I much 
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doubted would be fulfilled, viz., that we should 
start by times in the morning ; for which pur- 
pose I ordered a cup of coffee and post-horses 
before daylight. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

The fortress of Alessandria— Taken by Prince Eugene— Character 
of the fortifications — Napoleon — His famous order of the day 
— The battle of Marengo — Singular anecdote of it— A soldier- 
barber — Description of the field — Conduct of Napoleon — The 
battle won by the Austrians and again lost — Fall of Dessaix — 
Marmont and Eellerman— Return to Genoa— Magnificent 
scene— Party feeling — Protestants and Catholics in Genoa— 
Hospitality of the Genoese — Beauty of the women— A fracas— 
An accident — A love affair — Going to mass — The Bella For- 
narina — Lord W. B.— A ball at Albaro— A dark drive home — 
Departure for Leghorn. 

Alessandria, July 20. 

The renowned fortress of Alexandria — or, to 
write it more italianized, Alessandria — is situated 
in the midst of the celebrated plains of Marengo, 
on the low and marshy banks of the Tarraro. 
The citadel is a strong regular fortification, the 
Tarraro separating it from the town, which is 
large, and contains about eighty thousand inhabit- 
ants. It was taken by Prince Eugene in 1706, 
after a -three days’ siege : but this, I imagine, 
could not be the case now, as it is at present a 
formidable fortress ; and were the outworks con- 
structed of masonry, (which I presume they soon 
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will be,) and well defended by a sufficient force, 
I should pronounce it impregnable. In its pre- 
sent condition this stronghold costs immense 
sums to keep the works in repair, as they are 
constantly washed away by the rains, — being only 
of a temporary nature. 

The town was once called della Paglia, from its 
inhabitants using stubble for fuel instead of wood, 
and the Germans were wont to call it a fortress of 
straw, from the ease with which it could be taken. 

“ But Linden showed another sight. 

When beat the drum by dead of night ; 

Commanding fires of death to light 
The beauty of its scenery.” 

I allude to the bloody battle fought near it on 
the 14th of June 1800, which terminated in the 
subjugation of Piedmont and Lombardy to 
French dominion. 

History informs us also, that Alessandria was 
taken by the French in the year 1745, and 
again recaptured by the Sardinians the next 
year, and was assigned to the king of Sardinia by 
the treaty of Utrecht; and so it remained until 
the young Napoleon came like a thunder-cloud 
after the battle of Monte Notte, when this place 
was ceded to him, 23rd April 1796. It was pro- 
bably from the very place whence I am scribbling 
that he addressed to his soldiers the order of the 
day commencing: — 
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“ Soldiers, you have in fifteen days gained six 
victories, taken twenty-one standards, fifty-five 
pieces of cannon, conquered the richest part of 
Piedmont, and made fifteen thousand prisoners. 
You have gained battles without cannon ; passed 
rivers without the aid of pontoons ; made forced 
marches bare footed ; bivouacked without brandy, 
and often without bread to eat P and then he 
adds, “ you have done nothing until Turin and 
Milan are yours.” 

The department in which this fortress stands, 
takes its name from a village which I this even- 
ing passed through, called Marengo, about four 
miles distant, and which gives its name to the 
before-mentioned battle, whose results were at 
the time as great as any on record, and which 
astonished panic-stricken Europe, and caused the 
Austrians to abandon all their conquests in Italy. 

This great fight was commenced by the Austrians 
under General Melas, whose impetuosity broke 
the centre of the French army under Napoleon. 
All the people here assure me that Melas had 
won the battle. So confident indeed were the 
Austrians that the day was their own, that their 
cavalry, which was numerous and excellent, had 
unbridled, and were feeding their horses, at the 
moment when Napoleon renewed the attack. 

But before I proceed to describe this long con^ 
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tested and hard fought field, I had better state 
how I got here, and how I came to be alone. 
Before daylight this morning, the subdued sub. 
made his appearance, and having hummed and 
hawed, and talked of having in charge the lady’s 
jewels, &c., and that he felt in honour bound to 
return to Genoa with her, as she insisted on it ; 
he proceeded to say that when he had fulfilled 
this duty he was determined to break off the 
connexion. I had no alternative but to acquiesce, 
so I started solus in the chaise-de-poste that had 
been ordered for both of us. 


Alessandria, July 20th. 

On arriving here, and inquiring of my landlord 
for a barber, he told me that he would send me 
one who was an old soldier of Napoleon’s, and 
who would serve me as an excellent cicerone, if I 
required one. This was exactly what I wanted ; 
II peruchiere was forthwith sent for, and after 
doing the needful, and ascertaining that he was 
intimately acquainted with the locality, and had 
been an eye-witness of the battle of Marengo, I 
got my breakfast, hired a horse, and started off 
with my new friend. 

We proceeded beyond the village of Marengo, 
where my companion pointed out to me the right 
and left of the French position, as well as its 
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centre , which was directly in front of the village. 
The Austrians at the onset compelled the centre 
of the French army to give way* when they gained 
the village* although with immense slaughter. 
Indeed* part of the French not only gave way, 
but fled in disorder from the field. The right 
wing thus became insulated, and was attacked by 
two lines of infantry, with a formidable artillery, 
and after long and hard fighting, followed the 
example of the centre, and gave way. 

The retreat of the French from this part of 
the position, my loquacious companion* Signore 
Giovanni, informed me, was made under the fire of 
eighty pieces of cannon ; and although the car- 
nage was frightful, the voids were instantly filled 
up with fresh troops. 

Victory now seemed to declare for the Im- 
perialists, whose cavalry and artillery seemed to 
cover the vast plain, and nothing could have 
saved the French array but the opportune arrival 
of Dessaix with the reserve, who drew up in two 
lines on the plain of Juliano, flanked by artillery 
and cavalry ; Marmont commanding the one, 
and Kellerman the other; thus enabling the 
beaten right and centre to re-form in the rear. 

Napoleon had previously ordered the grena- 
diers of the Consular Guard to move to the sup- 
port of the right; and it is said, that during this 
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operation they were three times charged by the 
Austrian cavalry, and that each time they stood as 
immoveable as a wall of adamant. 

Bonaparte now flew from rank to rank, to re- 
form and reanimate his troops. It was then (my 
guide informed me) four o’clock in the afternoon, 
the battle having begun at nine in the morning, 
thus allowing both sides seven hours of continued 
slaughter ! 

Mounier’s division, which formed part of the 
reserve, was ordered to move and attack the Ger- 
man battalions, who were protecting their cavalry. 
The Austrians, at this advanced period of the day, 
felt perfectly sure of victory, and as I have before 
said, part of their cavalry had unbridled, and their 
troops were scattered. 

The eagle eye of Napoleon discovered this. 
Dessaix, at the head of his legions, rushed to the 
charge. The Austrians, astonished at the re- 
newal of the action, when they thought their 
enemy beaten, withdrew their artillery, and their 
infantry gave way. At this important period of 
the battle, Dessaix fell. I went to view, and (if 
it must be confessed) shed a tear over, the spot, 
where this renowned warrior met his doom, — 
young in years, but rich in glory ! 

At this moment, Kellerman charged with his 
cavalry, threw his opponents into confusion, and 
10 
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made a whole division prisoners, consisting of six 
thousand men. 

The Austrian reserve still showed a firm front, 
until they were vigorously attacked by the grena- 
diers of the guard, and part of the reserve under 
General Baudet. Murat, at the head of the 
cavalry, now charged the Austrian horse, which 
gave way, the route became complete, and 
fifteen thousand prisoners fell into the hands of 
the victors. 

July 21st. 

I left Alessandria betimes, but had some diffi- 
culty in passing the gate, not being provided with 
a passport. On explaining, however, that I was 
a British officer, and was quartered at Genoa, all 
became smooth, and I was rattled on towards 
Novi, which is three posts, or about fifteen miles 
from Alessandria. Here I paid another visit to 
mine host of the Three Negroes , who gave me a 
very good breakfast, and I hurried on to Yolteg- 
gia, and from thence, through Campo-Marone, to 
Genoa. 

The first glimpses of the Mediterranean, with 
the evening sun shedding its refulgence on its 
shores, and the imposing manner in which Genoa 
la Superba presents itself, bursting on your 
delighted view after you turn the angle at the 
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light-house ; all these present a scene that is 
truly magnificent. 

I ought here to inform the reader, that the 
amiable and hospitable friends in whose splendid 
mansion I was quartered, "were leaders of the ton , 
in a charming and delightful society, quite apart 
from the Genoese noblesse, between whom there 
sprung up occasional jealousies, and I found some 
difficulty in keeping my position with both. Each 
were hospitable and highly polished. Religious 
feeling was the leading difference between them : 
the one being Protestant, the other Catholic. 

My amiable entertainers were Genevans, as 
were the most of those who formed this delightful 
re-union. They gave soirees alternately, where 
dancing, playing at petit pacques, hunt the whistle, 
and acting charades, finding out words with 
double meanings, performing feats by sound of 
music, &c. made the evenings pass most agreeably. 

The noblesse, also, had their soirees, and in 
many families a particular day in each week was 
set apart for a general invite for the whole year, 
or, for fifty, if you lived so long. But the grand 
resource of all was the theatre, where the eti- 
quette of ordinary society was constantly kept up, 
by paying and receiving visits ; coffee, ices, and 
occasionally suppers, being served in the boxes of 
the respective proprietors. 
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On our first arrival, balls and parties were the 
order of the day; amongst others, Madame 
Durazzo gave a splendid one to Lord William 
Bentinck, who was located in the Durazzo 
Palace. There I saw the patrician race of Genoa 
in all its glory. The phalanx of beauty one 
there encountered, was enough to dazzle the eyes 
and turn the head of the most stoical of mankind. 
The ladies of Genoa have generally prominent 
noses ; but their splendid eyes soften this defect into 
perfect harmony with the rest of the features. 
They have high foreheads, beautiful complexions, 
a magnificent tournure, alabaster necks, graceful 
manners, and bewitching smiles. Among the 
most conspicuous for beauty, I particularly re- 
marked two marchionesses, the one Louisa 
Durazzo, n6e Bignole, the fair hostess ; the other, 
Egline Ollandini, n€e De Gabriac. 

Towards the latter end of this month I met 
with rather a serious accident. I was mounted 
on a little pony I had brought from Sicily with 
me, and returning from head quarters where I 
had gone to take orders, when descending a nar- 
row street, I espied four gens-d’armes sur- 
rounding a fine looking fellow, the serjeant- 
major of the artillery, belonging to the Italian 
levy, whom they were endeavouring to make 
their prisoner. The seijeant was making resist- 
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ance, and angry words were passing between 
them. Luckily the seijeant was without his side- 
arms, or the consequences might have been 
fatal. 

I rode up, told the police-officer in charge 
that I was the major of brigade {Capo del estate 
maggiore) of the artillery, to which the serjeant 
belonged, and desired the party to halt, and let 
me hear what their prisoner had to say. They 
seemed to pay little attention to my remonstrance, 
and were endeavouring to collar the seijeant, 
who declared that they might take his life, but 
he would not have “ King George’s uniform dis- 
graced by such villains putting their bands on 
it and to prevent their doing so, he struck one 
or two of them. On this provocation, as if by 
one accord, they came to the charge, and pointed 
their bayonets at him. At this critical moment, 
I rushed in between them, and received one of 
their bayonets through the fleshy part of the 
thigh. 

I was taken to my friend Gerolemo’s, — the best 
traiteur in Genoa, by the bye, though his place 
was so poor in “complement extern,” that we 
christened it “The Hole in the Wall.” The 
seijeant-major was not injured, and I after- 
wards had the ruffians made prisoners, and 
marched to the main-guard, where the serjeant- 
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major was released, and a report made of the 
misconduct of the party. 

I soon got well, and never inquired more 
about the matter, farther than to ascertain that 
the handsome serjeant had been playing the 
agreeable to a bella Fornarina of the neighbour- 
hood, whose door I used daily to pass. She was 
a pretty, fair-haired young creature, lately mar- 
ried to rather an old and ugly husband, and as 
the serjeant confessed to me, she had promised 
to meet him, under the pretence of going to 
mass — a convenient cloak in this country to 
cover all evil designs. The husband, suspecting 
something, had followed, watched, and pounced 
on the trembling Teresa and her admiring sol- 
dier, just at the moment when the serjeant had 
approached her. Angry words arose, the gen- 
d’armes were called, and thus commenced the 
fracas in which I got wounded. 

Sept. 3. 

This day I dined with my chief, who (except 
where the beaux sexe are concerned, when he 
becomes soft as wax, and a child might play 
with and mould him to its purpose) is appa- 
rently an iron-hearted* ungracious-mannered, 
but at the same time a gallant, unsophisticated 
soldier, apparently fonder of camps than of 
courts. Jack , as he was familiarly called, (but 
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not before his face,) has a well-knit frame, a dark 
complexion, and rather hard features, saving and 
excepting when under the influence of the tender 
passion , which, to say truth, is not seldom the 
case. We had for some days past been planning 
a trip to Florence and Leghorn and also to Elba, 
with the hope of getting a peep at the great 
Napoleon, at present cooped up in that island. 

In the evening we hired a carriage with post 
horses, and drove to the Albaro, where there was 
a ball. The parties forming the assembly were 
generally people residing in the neighbourhood, 
at their different country-houses, with which it is 
studded, every one being in villeggiatura at this 
tepid season of the year. 

On leaving the ball-room, which was bril- 
liantly lighted, and where much beauty had been 
paraded, we found our vehicle, but not its postil- 
lion. I therefore placed my gallant chief in the car- 
riage, deposited my sword there also, and mount- 
ing en postilion , contrived to land the colonel 
safely at his own door, notwithstanding the dark 
night, numerous crooked lanes, steep hills, and 
intricate streets to pass. 

Two days after, (Sept. 5,) with the addition 
of Lieutenant S. to our party, we were en 
route for Leghorn ; having previously taken 
leave of the kind and amiable family where I 

VOL. i. h 
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had resided ; and being furnished by thbm with 
letters for LegtOrh, Florence, and Koine, aftei* 
an early dinner we embarked (attended by itoy 
fidus Achatefc, the renowned Peter) on board the 
Vittoria packet-bdat, bound for leghorn. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Passage :to Leghorn — Splendid view — A gale of wind — The gulph 
of Spezzia — A land trip — Serzana — A break down — The female 
peasantry — Another break down — Massa — the marble mines of 
Carara — Lucca — Journey by Vetturino to Florence — Pistoja— 
The women of Tuscany — The cathedral— Copper mines and 
crystals of the Apennines — Pistoja to Florence — Dinner at 
Schneider’s— The Ballerina— A saunter through Florence— The 
tomb of the Medici — Works of Michael Angelo— Chef-d’oeuvre 
of John of Bologna — The cathedral — Public promenade — The 
Florentine gallery — The palaces of Florence-^ Schneider’s— Ad- 
vantages of Florence — Arrival at Leghorn — Disappointment— 
An old friend— Voyage to Elba — Extraordinary fact— Napoleon 
and his projects. 

Florence, S^pt. 12, 1814. 

Wxebn I fast left off scribbling^ I was about to 
embark on board the good ship Yittoria, bound 
for Leghorn, which I hoped then to reach. 
Whereas, here I -am in the Tuscan capital, at 
Schneider’s Motel, on® of the most magnificent in 
Europe, situated on the left bank, close to the 
meandering Arno, and formerly a palace apper- 
taining to the reigning dukes. 

h 2 
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It was a beautiful evening when we embarked, 
and the last rays of the setting sun shed addi- 
tional splendour over the gorgeous bay and the 
gilded Apeninnes, on whose acclivity Genoa re- 
posed in all its beauty and magnificence. 

We found several passengers bound, like our- 
selves, to Leghorn ; amongst others a Madame 
C., the wife of a commissary, who, although now 
bearing an Italian name, I soon found was the 
daughter of Major G., an old friend of mine, 
who was on Lord Montgomerie’s staff whilst we 
were quartered together at Palermo. 

On the 7th we got in sight of Leghorn ; but 
our captain, afraid of going through the Mallora 
Passage on the near side, was obliged to beat up 
to get round it, thereby keeping us at sea ano- 
ther day, which procured for us the benefit of as 
heavy a gale of wind as it ever fell to my lot to 
witness. The night was frightful. 

The next morning we were out of sight of Leg- 
horn, luckily, however, with the Gulph of Spezzia 
under our*lea, and for which we bore up, and 
landed at the little town of that name, getting 
ourselves and luggage crammed into an old, 
ricketty coach, one of whose springs gave way 
whilst en route, thereby detaining us nearly an 
hour. On resuming our journey, we crossed, by a 
ford, the Magra, whose winding stream passes 
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under the walls of the ancient Luni, and soon 
after found ourselves in a venerable looking inn, 
close to the walls of the old and respectable look- 
ing town of Sarzana, where we took up our abode 
for the night. 

The next morning, by times, after passing 
through groves of rich luxuriant dark-green olive 
trees, # whose branches pour a golden harvest on 
their possessors, we met many pretty-faced Sar- 
zanese peasants, with jaunty waists, smart jackets, 
short petticoats, and well-turned ancles covered by 
embroidered hose and buckled shoes. They wore 
large earrings, and straw-worked hats as shallow 
as plates, stuck on one side of their heads, with a 
smart flower to set them off, and a roguish eye to 
attract notice to it. Soon afterwards we met some 
Massanese peasants, who are equally jaunty in 
their appearance, but carry napkins on their 
heads ; thus putting us in mind of the prepara- 
tives (plates and napkins) of a meal which we 
stood much in need of ; for another disaster this 
morning befel us, by the total destruction of the 
rattle-trap we had started in, and forced us to 
an early walk on an empty stomach to Massa. 

I would fain have paid a visit to the famous 
marble mines at Carara, in the immediate 

• An acre of olive trees affords, I believe, the richest produce 
on earth, in the shape of vegetable matter. 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



150 


LUCCA TO FLORENCE. 


neighbourhood, bat was overruled by the unsight- 
seeing taste of my travelling companions, es- 
pecially by my chief, commonly called Black 
Jack. 

We got a good breakfast at a tolerable inn, 
the Hotel de Poste, and continued our route to 
Lucca, where we arrived at the Croce di Malta. 

The Luccaites at this season are almost all at 
the baths, and this being Friday no theatre was 
opened ; so, feeling myself too tired for the con- 
versazione, I again strolled through the streets of 
this sombre-looking city previous to taking a 
good night’s rest, preparatory to starting for 
Florence the next morning before daylight ; such 
being the will of our iron-sided and never- 
knocked-up chief. 

We engaged a vetturino, who undertook to 
take us to Florence for twelve dollars, with the 
same carriage and horses, via Pistoja, where we 
made a long halt, and had a dejuener a la four- 
chette — a most acceptable meal, when a man has 
started by times, and inhaled, for five or six hours, 
the invigorating air of the morning. 

The country we passed through was rich and 
picturesque, chiefly by reason of the clustering 
grape waving over our heads, and festooned along 
the road from tree to tree. I used to think it 
was poetic enough in Spain to lounge in an 


Digitized by 


Google 



PiSTpjA- 


m 

ovm gp gyoyp, bp turned loose in a grape 

vine, which there had more the appearance of a 
pptatq field. Bqt h er fc the plpssic urrungpme nt 
w$s Ipe^gfiful tp thp eye, although the allurement 
to thp passing pt^angpr to help himsplf, (fqy t}ie 
fruit this season wns temptingly ripp,) 
mitigated by the prudent ownprs haying taken 
carp to smear plj those within reach with limp ! 
The grapes were thus tpught to say, what the 
wompn often exclaim in this country, 

“ Mira, ma non tocca !” 

Pistoja is delightfully situated at the foot of the 
Apennines, with the river Ambrone running past 
it. It is surroupded by worn-out walls, defended 
hy a dilapidated castle. Its streets are well 
paved and spacious, its houses good, its people 
seem happy, and its women are pretty, as indeed 
they are all over Tuscany. Moreover, the in- 
habitants generally are remarkably civil to the 
English. 

The cathedral has rather a handsome dome, 
with nothing else to recommend it, notwithstand- 
ing the profusion of Cprara marble that has been 
lavished on it. 

The country about Pistoja is rich and fertile, 
and the surrounding Apennines contain copper 
mines and crystals ; the latter are sold as 
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Pistoja diamonds, of which we have purchased 
some. 

The greater part of the road from Pistoja to 
Florence runs along the Apennine mountains, 
which divide Italy into two portions, running 
from north to south through this fertile region, 
which was now beaming forth in all its glory. 
We passed near the celebrated baths of Monte 
Catteni, and arrived at Schneider’s in time to get 
an excellent dinner, a glass of vino de chianti, and 
a bottle of Monte Pulciano. 

“ Hot with the Tuscan grape,” I sallied forth 
to deliver a billet doux I was charged with from 
my friend D. to his fickle one, La bella Bal- 
lerina. A servitore di piazza, whom I took from 
the inn with me, soon brought me to the apart- 
ments of madama, who I was told was at a prova 
of a new ballet, at the Pergola Theatre. Having 
entrusted the soft missive to the keeping of the 
fille de chambre , I was about to retire, when la 
signora herself arrived, with a smiling face, and 
bid me welcome as the friend of her caro D. 
Several persons had assembled previous to her 
return, and others (gens de theatre) accompanied 
her. Her handsome apartments were illumi- 
nated, and we were treated to ices and a dance. 
The men were her admirers and danglers ; the 
women her rivals ; and from the glances, whis- 
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perings, and manoeuverings, poor D. appeared 
to be totally forgotten. 

The next morning, September 11th, my friend 
Jack looked blacker and sourer than ever, at 
the idea of my leaving him for a visit to Elba ; 
and our breakfast passed over in dead silence. 
Soon afterwards, however, Peter presented him 
with a billet, which dispersed the clouds that had 
taken possession of his dark brown brow, and we 
agreed to sally forth and make the most of our 
intended short s6jour, in La bella Fierenza. 

We first went to the Capello de’ Medici, which 
is still unfinished, as I imagine it ever will be, 
as we are informed it would still require two 
millions of piasters to complete it. Its work- 
manship is entirely of marble, inlaid with precious 
stones ; and here you behold the tomb of the 
Medici family, surmounted with crowns on 
cushions, cut out of the finest marbles, and set 
round with rubies, diamonds, emeralds, &c. Here 
also are several pieces of inimitable sculpture, as 
well as a smaller chapel, all the work of the re- 
nowned Michael- Angelo Buonarotti. 

Florence is about five miles in circumference ; 
it is surrounded by walls, and has two citadels. 
Its streets are wide and well paved, with the 
Arno passing through its centre. The river is 
spanned by five different bridges, the highest and 
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most elegant of which is that called della Trinita. 
The Ponte Vecchia has all the jewellers’ shops 
on it ; and at one end is the chef-d'oeuvre of Jean 
de Bologna, a surprising piece of workmanship, 
the subject, Hercules killing the Centaur. 

The cathedral is a large magnificent edifice, 
cased with marble, and its interior paved with 
the same costly material. Its dome is much 
admired, as is also its adjoining tower. 

It being about the promenade hour, (one 
o’clock,) we proceeded through the Piazza del Gran 
Duca, admiring the statues that embellish it as 
we passed along. At its entrance are two colos- 
sal ones — the one a Hercules, the other David, 
the conqueror of Goliath, both by Michael An- 
gelo. The fountain that adorns this piazza has a 
colossal figure of Neptune in his car ; the horses, 
the Sea Nymphs, and Tritons, that adorn it are 
superb ; they are by Jean de Bologna. There is 
also a Victory, by Michael Angelo. But the 
statue which most attracted my notiee was the 
Rape of the Sabines, by the Bolognese artist. 

The Passeggio was crowded, and we saw many 
beautiful Florentine women, whom I should pro- 
nounce to be generally handsome, and with a 
pleasing expression. 

The Florentine Gallery is so celebrated through- 
out the world, that I shall not dwell on it farther 
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than to spy that it is ;fiye hppdred feet long, and 
contains all that is choice in art, yrith the {excep- 
tion of its most celebrated p^nament, the Venus 
de ftledicis, who is absent on p visit to the Louvre 
at Paris, by special invitation from Napoleon .* 

The ne^t day, after a second visit to the Gallery, 
I went to the Scuola delle Belle Arte, where 
many students were at jyork, re-copying from the 
different ipodels ip chplk, yrhich jt^ey had first 
taken from the moat celebrated Greek and 
{toman statues. 

The Tuscan style of architecture is rather 
heavy ; but some pf the buildings are magnificent. 
Amongst tjbe most conspicuous of the private 
edifices are those of the Cor^ini, Cppponi, StrQz- 
zi, apd {ticciardi. Florence al^o boasts pf having 
given birth to Dante, Macchiavelli, and a host of 
other distinguished men. 

In the evening we hired a carriage, and drove 
to Casino-Nobile, where the beau-monde 
dually assemble. Xo-inprrpw .(September 13) 
i^e leave fit four ip the morping for Leghorn 5 
find, as far as my own feqlings go, with consider- 
able regrqt, as I consider this Athens of Italy 
;Woiild for months afford pleasurable pastime, both 
physical and -moral. 

* Sinqe returned .to .Florence.' 
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Mr. Schneider’s bill was moderate, and he him- 
self so mild and gentleman-like when he pre- 
sented it, that it would have been impossible to 
have found utterance for a grumble on the occa- 
sion. 

Florence must be a delightful residence for a 
family with small means. Everything is cheap ; 
the climate is healthy, and the surrounding coun- 
try most picturesque and beautiful. The society, 
too, is recherche, it being the constant resort of 
foreigners and men of letters, and a place with 
little trade and no bustle. 

We travelled beside the Arno almost the whole 
way, not leaving its rich and variegated banks, 
(which are studded with country-seats,) till within 
a few miles from Pisa, where we entered a bypath, 
and leaving that city to our right, crossed the 
marshes to Leghorn. 


Leghorn. 

Sept. 17th. — We have sojourned here the last 
two days, and found the streets swarming with 
Jews and Gentiles. I find that, the last time 
I was here, my imagination was too complais- 
ant to the place, for I now discovered in it 
neither beauty in the women nor civility in the 
inhabitants. But I was then an unsophisticated 
islander, and Italy was new to me. 
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I fell in with an old friend of mine, Colonel 
D., of the 79th. He has just landed from Tou- 
louse. He had with him a Mr. S— — t. They 
are bound on the same errand with ourselves, for 
Elba, to get a peep at Napoleon. As for myself, 
I feel so eager to behold him, that the only satis- 
faction I have is to go down hourly to the port, 
and feed my eyes with the distant view of the 
island that contains him. We have agreed to 
join issue, and Colonel D. and Mr. S. will on 
the morrow increase our party, and start for 
Elba; preparatory to which, we have had our 
passports vise by the English consul and the go- 
vernor of Leghorn. 

September 18th, 1814. — At nine o’clock this 
morning, our party, consisting of the chief of the 
Great Guns in the Mediterranean, Lieut. Col. 

D — s, of the 79th regiment, Mr. S h, of the 

Artillery Drivers, Mr. S 1, a young T. G., 

and myself, embarked on board a small felucca 
crammed with passengers, all bent on beholding 
the interesting exile, and set sail with a favour- 
ing breeze for Elba, which has long been consi- 
dered a most attractive place, from the vast quan- 
tity of iron ore found within its bowels. People 
go so far as to say, that the quantity is so great 
as actually to cause variation in the ships’ com- 
passes that pass the island. It now, however, 
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possesses more attraction than ever, by having on 
its surface the ipost extraordinary mortal the 
world ever saw^-the maker of kings, the over- 
thrower of kingdoms, and whose conquests and 
projects have by turns delighted, astonished, and 
terrified one half <of the universe. 

We were thirty passengers in all, mostly 
French and Italian, all bound to hold converse, if 
possible, with the once mightiest of the mighty, 
now the sovereign of t a paltry island in the Me- 
diterranean, almost torching the Tuscan shore, 
and in sight of the island of Corsica, that cradled 
him! We heard gnuch of his deeds from our 
fellow-passengers, although they were given with 
mystery and sotto voce. One was a tailor, going 
to measure the emperor for clothes., another for 
spars, a "third to boot him, and a fourth to peti- 
tion him. There was much talk about the recep- 
tion his Majesty had recently given to an Italian 
•Colonel GoJoinboni, who had arrived at Elba to 
offer his services, and, the pension that had imme- 
diately been bestowed on him. I .cannot help 
believing, there is more in all this than meets 
the eye. “ Time will show.” 
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Porto Ferrajo — A parley — A mistake — Colonel Neil Campbell — 
Pigmy Court — Plans of Napoleon— A day of bis life at Elba — 
His astonishing activity and energy — The journey to Frejus— His 
reason for not committing suicide — Count Bertrand and General 
Drouet — Quarters of a general — Town palace of Napoleon — 
.Residence of Madam M&re — The Town of Elba-i-Porto Lon- 
gone— Napoleon’s fear of assassination-^-The Polish command- 
ant of the fort. 

Dead eaim 9 and a bright September day, per- 
mitted old Sol to throw his .burning rays on us 
rather too profusely. About two p. m. the breeze 
sprang up, and wafted us into the harbour of 
Porto Eerrajo about ten in the evening. A com- 
fortable inn would have suited us well after our 
most uncomfortable transit ; but, alas ! no 
pratique was given after sunset, and our transfer 
from the felucca to the quarantine-house was 
like being lifted from “ the frying-pan into the 
fire,” for a more hot unwholesome locale X had 
never before visited. We pleaded in vain being 
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Englishmen, and Colonel D. said he had dis- 
patches for Colonel Campbell, the British com- 
missioner, who accompanied Napoleon to this 
place. 

After a parley of considerable length, an old 
fellow undertook to convey a message to the 
commandant, who returned and relieved our 
misery in part, by permitting Colonel D. to pro- 
ceed to town, whilst the rest of us were left to 
rough it. 

I at length got into the open air, and lay down 
until daylight, when I was awoke by a hearty 
smack and a firm embrace from an old woman, 
who declared she took me for her expected son. 
Soon after this a health-officer presented himself, 
and after examining our passports and inquiring 
our business, released us from durance, and we 
were marched into town to the commandant’s 
quarters, escorted by two of Napoleon’s guards. 
Our passports, and object in visiting the island, 
were again examined into, and the (supposed) 
tailors, shoemakers, &c. as well as ourselves, were 
set at large. 

Whilst at breakfast, Colonel Campbell paid us 
a visit, and informed us that Napoleon was at 
present occupying a small fort at Porto Longone, 
at the other end of the island, and that he held 
no court, consequently that it would be difficult 
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to see him unless by accident. He afterwards 
took us to wait upon Count Bertrand, chamber- 
lain to the Emperor, and marshal of the palace ; 
for Napoleon still insists on keeping up all the 
outward form of sovereignty. He has a body- 
guard composed of the old soldiers of the imperial 
guard, who gallantly followed his fortunes, and 
which now consists of 80 cavalry and about 300 
infantry, who whiff their cigars and drink their 
beer under an olive tree, and vote Porto Ferrajo 
leur petit Paris. The pigmy capital of Elba 
takes its name of Porto Ferrajo from the iron- 
mines before mentioned ; it was once called Cos- 
mopoli, which title it derived from its founder, 
Cosmo, first Duke of Florence. Bonaparte 
means to renew this ancient name, as it will now 
be the resort of Cosmopolites. He has also in- 
troduced a national flag, having a white field 
with a red bend dexter, in which, in allusion to the 
citizens of the world here congregating, he has 
placed three bees , a not inapplicable type of his 
own restless disposition, of which Colonel Camp- 
bell amused us by some illustrations. 

The colonel said, that on their first arrival, 
Napoleon planned many alterations and improve- 
ments, laid out roads, had contrived an aqueduct 
to convey water from the mountains to the town, 
proposed purchasing various domains, fixed on a 
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country residence for himself* stables for 150 
horses, a housd for his sister Pauline, &c. 

He also instantly visited the mines, the salt 
marshes, the fortifications, the harbours, &c. 

J shall now give you (on the authority of Col. 
Campbell) a description of one day’s employ- 
ment of the wonderful powers, both physical and 
moral, that are still brought into play by the rest- 
less activity of this now caged Jirdrrrwho (to my 
thinking) will some day <? r other spread his wings, 
to the astonishment of the world, although 
seemingly caged here for life, to whistle away his 
existence amidst the groves and myrtles of this 
fairy spot. 


A DAY AT ELBA. 

Napoleon rose with the lark at four, and sallied 
forth, accompanied by the Austrian commissioner, 
Baron Kohler, and Colonel Campbell ; visiting 
various store-houses and magazines, and going into 
almost every street in the town, putting various 
and numerous questions to its inhabitants, and 
then returning home to breakfast ; during the 
preparation of which, he continued to walk up 
and down his apartment with his hapd$ behind 
his back, dictating to two secretaries alternately, 
who were placed at its two ends. 
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After breakfast he again walked into the coun- 
try, climbing several steep hills, and visiting the 
fortifications. 

At two p. m. Colonel Campbell got an officer 
to take his place, feeling himself quite worn out. 
He left the Emperor on board one of the, horse 
ships, which had just cast anchor on their arrival 
from France, with the cavalry of the guard and 
Napoleon’s own stud. At the moment Colonel 
Campbell left him he was actually in the hold, 
seeing to some of the horses being slung, and 
giving other directions about their disembarkaT 
tion. 

When Colonel Campbell (who is a hardy 
highlander) returned to dinnerwtfor at that time 
he constantly dined with the Emperor-r-Na- 
poleon said, 44 Ha ! mon cher colonel, after you 
quitted me I got a chkrger on shore ; mounted 
him, and rode eight miles into the country, pour 
me delaisser.” 

We all of us looked on this as wonderful, but 
a colonel of Napoleon’s guard, whom we after- 
wards conversed with, declared, shrugging up 
his shoulder, “ that the Emperor was a lost man, 
for that he now took a nap in the forenoon, and 
gave himself up to the pleasures of the table, 
at which he now remained upwards of an hour.” 

Later in the day, when we got Colonel Camp* 
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bell alone, we were particular in our inquiries as 
to his journey from Fontainbleau to Frejus, and 
if, during it, he had evinced symptoms of distrust 
and alarm ? Colonel Campbell replied, “ that all 
we had seen in the English papers was nearly the 
truth — that he repeatedly changed his dress 
by borrowing the hat of one, the cloak of another, 
&c.” The impression made on me by this con- 
versation was, that it was very natural for him, 
%who had braved death so often in the field of 
fame, to have a horror of the ire that threatened 
him during this period — that of literally being 
torn to pieces by an infuriated multitude. 

The reason he gave for not using a pistol at 
Fontainbleau was, I think, a good one. He 
said it could only afford satisfaction to his enemies, 
and grieve and disappoint his friends. 

Colonel Campbell, whilst proceeding to Count 
Bertrand’s with us, gave us an anecdote that 
marked the impetuous and restless character of 
this “ perturbed spirit,” and which only occurred 
a few days previous. Napoleon, on coming in 
from Longone, to look at the alterations going 
on in his town palace, observed that the saloon 
in the centre was too small, and would be im- 
proved if both wing-rooms were added to it ; and 
before anybody had time to remonstrate on the 
impropriety of it, he called some workmen already 
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employed about the premises, and had each of 
the partitions nearly pulled down before it was 
discovered that there were no beams to support 
the roof, if these walls were removed. 

After we had been introduced to Count Ber- 
trand, a man of most mild, pleasing, gentleman- 
like manners, and whose high forehead betokened 
intelligence and humanity, we were taken to 
the habitation of General Drouet, the governor, 
another officer of high rank and talent, who pre- ** 
ferred sharing the fortunes of his fallen master, 
to the lures held out to him by his lawful 
sovereign Louis. General Drouet commanded 
the artillery in all the last great battles which 
Napoleon fought in Germany and France. His 
looks betoken a great deal of vivacity and talent, 
and his manner and speech had a good deal of 
French gasconade about it. When he found that 
L , myself, and Lieut. S were of the ar- 

tillery, he let us know that he had fired innu- 
merable shots in his time, and against all nations. 
His quarters was a regular barrack-room, with 
one or two wooden chairs and a form, about 
which he cracked his joke with great good 
humour. He offered us an order to visit the 
various fortified places in the island, and accom- 
panied us round part of those that defended the 
town. He also showed us the town residence of 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



m • 


NAPOLEON 


Napoteon, Which we found completely gutted, 
by reason of Various alterations that were going 
On tinder the immediate inspection of the Em- 
peror, who often unexpectedly comes into town 
to watch their progress. 

The garden of this residence is laid out with 
taste ; the whole affair, however, is mesqvitu, and 
the palace of the great Napoleon, who has had 
at his disposal the Tuileries, Versailles, Fontain- 
bleau, and half a dozen more, is now reduced to 
a Very mediocre residence for a private gentle- 
man. A stable contiguous to the house is at 
present being converted into a ball room. 

®he house that Madame M£re occupies was 
pointed out to us; it is a poor paltry looking place. 
The town itself is neat, the harbour fine, and the 
fortifications strong, consisting generally of de- 
tacfhed works. The palace we had just been view* 
mg, fhe wary Napoleon had selected as being 
placed between the two principal forts, and at 
the same time commanding a beautiful view of 
the port, which is on one side of it, with the sea 
On the other. 

Counts Bertrand and Drouet, as well as Colonel 
Campbell, advised us to proceed this day to Port© 
Ijottgone, where the Emperor then was, preparing 
another palace for himself, and living meantime 
in a barrack*roofn in a email fsrt at that place. 
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It was also intimated to us that Napoleon’s real 
motive was the fear of assassination, which he 
suspected the Bourbons of being likely to employ 
to get rid of him. 

It was further hinted to us, that the best chance 
we had of getting a sight of Napoleon was by 
sleeping at Longone, with the ostensible motive 
of next morning visiting the mines which were 
in that neighbourhood. ColoAel Campbell also 
gave us a letter to a Polish colonel, the com- 
in&ndaAt of the fortress of Longone, and sent with 
us a Sig. 2&ecarini, a Ccfrsic&in by bifth, but an 
assistant to the English consul at the present 
head-quarters of the Emperor Napoleon. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

AN INTERVIEW AND CONVERSATION WITH NA- 
POLEON BONAPARTE AT ELBA. 

Fort Longone, Island of Elba, 
September 19th, 1814. 

Having obtained the loan of the Corsican con- 
sul’s horse, on the plea of being a bad marcher, 
I left my companions at the water’s edge, and 
proceeded, with the assistance of a guide, to the 
miserable deserted looking fishing village of 
Porto Longone, which is beautifully placed and 
surrounded by a rich and picturesque country. 
Immediately above the port is a small neat look- 
ing quadrangular fort, which is now the poor 
abode of a man, who a few short months ago was 
making the world to quake. The transition 
brought forcibly to my mind a dead calm after a 
dreadful hurricane. 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



ANECDOTES OF NAPOLEON. 169 

I arrived at this tranquil spot about four 
o’clock p. m., when I presumed its inhabitants 
were enjoying the good old custom of a siesta , 
the weather at the time being intensely hot, and 
not a soul was stirring. I went immediately to the 
English consul’s, and found that he and his cara 
sposa were natives of Elba. They are kind, civil, 
communicative people, and I amused myself until 
the arrival of my companions, asking questions 
and listening to stories about Bonaparte, which 
I most greedily devoured. I found that his 
Elbean majesty went out every evening about 
half-past five o’clock, still keeping up a certain 
state, and constantly attended by some of his 
household and guards. I was also informed that 
he had made convenient roads in every direction, 
and that he took a great deal of exercise ; that he 
often walked about the village, and conversed 
freely with its inhabitants ; and that he especially 
diverted himself with the children. 

The night previous to my arrival, Napoleon 
had been much amused by the boys of the neigh- 
bourhood, amounting to a considerable number, 
having collected with sticks and staves, and when 
his carriage approached, presenting arms to him. 
They had thrown themselves across the road he 
was expected to take, and on seeing them he made 
signals for them to retire, which they immediately 
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did, by falling back in due order on both sides 
of the road, which they lined, and again presented 
arms to him ; a movement at which he seemed 
to be mightily tickled. 

The representative of England, and his rib also, 
told me, that when Napoleon first arrived, to ease 
the restless anxiety of his mind, he would fre- 
quently order some of his suite to accompany him, 
and would wander over the hills during the entire 
night, to the no small astonishment of the neigh- 
bouring peasantry. 

Our party having arrived, we got housed at a 
quiet, retired, rather comfortable inn, at a short 
distance from the town of Longone, and within 
eye-sight of La petite fortresse, the present domicile 
of Napoleon; and as we learned that he made a 
point of constantly sallying forth by a new road 
of his own constructing, Signor Laccarini, the 
Corsican consul, whom, as I have before said, 
Colonel Campbell had requested to attend us, 
sent a boy up to watch the same, and to make a 
signal to us when the emperor came forth ; which 
he soon did, and we, full of anxiety and with 
breathless haste, rushed forth to meet him, in 
military costume, and with our best foot foremost. 

Let me here formally record, that it was on 
the 19th of September, 1814, at twenty minutes 
past six o’clock, that I caught the first glimpse 
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of the great Napoleon. He was on horseback, 
about five hundred yards distant from us, coming 
down the road, which gently wound down the 
acclivity of a hill* at whose base we stood. He 
was in full uniform, with his little, well-known, 
three-cornered cocked-hat, and was apparently 
well mounted. His suite consisted of an avant 
courier, two equerries close behind him, and two 
Polish lancers bringing up the rear. The land- 
scape was picturesque and appropriate to this 
thrilling exhibition ; we were below, in a roman- 
tic looking lane, when we beheld him on the top 
of one of the gently undulating hills in our front, 
which occasionally bid him from our view. He 
was pointing and giving directions to his attend- 
ants, offering to our now heated imaginations the 
idea that this was one of his celebrated reconnois- 
sances on the eve of some great battle, such as 
Austerlitz or Borodino. 

He soon disappeared, and was lost amidst the 
mountain scenery ; and after remaining for a 
time in suspense, some of his guards, who were 
out in all directions along the road, forming a 
safety circle, and covering his movements, came 
up, and endeavoured to persuade us that he had 
struck off in another direction, and had gone to 
visit the mines at Rio, and would not return be- 
fore ten or eleven at night. But whilst we were 
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in the midst of our disappointment at this con- 
tretemps, I again descried the cavalcade bearing 
down upon us ; and we had only just time to 
draw up rank entire on one side the lane by which 
he must pass, and stand uncovered to salute him 
as he arrived. 

When he got abreast of us he pulled up his 
horse, moved his hat, and with a brisk military 
air exclaimed, (much in the manner an officer 
would address so many deserters,) “ De quel 
regiment etes vous ?” 

When he had come quite close and halteE, 
my eyes devoured him, and I frankly confess that 
I felt much disappointed, and that for the mo- 
ment the film seemed to fall from my eyes, and 
the man who had been the idol of my imagination 
for years, stood before me with a round ungraceful 
figure, with a most unpoetically protuberant 
stomach, bringing forcibly before my mind’s eye, 
Sterne’s description of Doctor Slop wending his 
way to Shandy Hall, armed cap-a-pie, when 
Obadiah, mounted on the coach-horse, so uncere- 
moniously upset him at the turning of the lane. 
I mentally exclaimed, as I again peeped at his 
round, thick, short thighs, and pot-belly, “ Is this 
the great Napoleon !” Moreover, the counte- 
nance, in which I expected to behold a union of 
the demon and the soldier, appeared soft and 
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mild in the extreme ; there was nothing striking 
in it — not a wrinkle, not a line to trace the 
warrior or the politician, on his large and polished 
brow; nothing but the high, smooth forehead, 
partly shaded, when he took his hat off, by the 
jet-black matted lock of hair I had so often heard 
of. His complexion too, though sallow, was 
not near so dark as I expected to find it. The 
nose was regular, and mouth beautiful, and about 
it seemed to play a most contented and engaging 
smile. 

His eye, of which I was particularly observant, 
possessed so many qualities and attributes, and 
seemed so camelion-like, changing its hues every 
moment, that I can scarcely say what colour it is, 
but upon a venture I should say it was light blue, 
but at all events it was filled with expression and 
genius. His eyebrows were neither louring nor 
large, and I looked in vain for one stern tyranni- 
cal frown. How changed the aspect might be- 
come when in angry mood, or how he might 
have looked when on his route to Frejus, (as de- 
scribed to us by our friend Campbell,) sur- 
rounded by an aqgry populace, it was impossible 
from his present aspect to conceive. But from 
what we heard, the following lines of the poet 
would describe it : — 
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“ Rede, rede grew his dark brown cheek, 

Sae did bis dark brown brow, 

Sair shook his body, sair his limbs. 

And all the warrior fled.*' 

In addition to the famous three-cornered cocked- 
hat, with its angle placed mathematically exact 
to the point, Napoleon wore his old favourite 
green uniform, with two small gold epaulettes, 
a white waistcoat, white cassimere smallclothes, 
much worn, but clean, high military boots with 
common-looking silver spurs buckled to them, 
with black straps and black buckles. The sword 
he wore was that presented him by the Emperor 
Alexander at the peace of Tilsit. He had on a 
pair of white doe-skin gloves. His red saddle- 
cloth and the trappings and bridle of his horse 
were very dirty, and spoke plainly that his ma- 
jesty had a very indifferent groom. He seemed, 
however, to have a good firm hunting seat, and 
sat well on his fork. 

On his left breast he wore a very large star, 
with an eagle in its centre ; we were told it was 
the grand cross of the legion of honour. From 
his button-holes hung three other orders ; — the 
first, the cross of the legion of honour ; the se- 
cond, that of the iron crown ; and the third, the 
order of The Re-union. Under his coat he wore a 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



INTERVIEW WITH NAPOLEON. 


175 


broad red ribbon, on which we observed some 
orders, and we were informed afterwards, that 
appended to it were the various insignia he had 
been invested with by the different sovereigns 
of Europe. 

Napoleon gave me the impression of a very 
young looking person, with, at first, as I have 
before said, nothing (excepting his mouth and 
eyes) peculiarly striking about his physiognomy. 
But before he had finished his conversation with 
us, I found myself again within his magic spell, 
and in proportion a9 I had at first felt disap- 
pointed, I now became enraptured with his 
lively bewitching air, with his astonishing me- 
mory, his information, and the facility with which 
he kept up an easy and agreeable conversation 
with the whole five of us. I mu9t not neglect to 
say, however, that he gave me a strong impres- 
sion that, wherever the groves of Blarney may be, 
he had assuredly visited them, and licked the 
Blarney stone ! No wonder the French soldiers 
adored him; for he instantly proved to us all, 
how well he knew how to tickle the human 
heart. 

I certainly could have wished to have beheld 
Napoleon under circumstances which would have 
called forth some of the demon in him ; — but on the 
present occasion he was all blandishment, evincing 
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a soul brim-full of the milk of human kindness; 
and his encouraging and captivating manner, his 
suaviter in modo , made us all feel quite easy and 
at home with him. He seems to delight in mili- 
tary men and in military subjects, and the vivacity 
of his eye beams forth doubly whilst on these 
topics. 

It is not easy (although here I am, pen in 
hand, half an hour after the interview) to set 
down and arrange exactly the whole of the con- 
versation, which lasted exactly twenty-five 
minutes by the Corsican consul’s watch, who stood 
aloof ; and it might have continued considerably 
longer, but that Napoleon’s charger became im- 
patient of his burthen. 

In the conversation which I shall attempt to 
record, of course the emperor had it all his own 
way, it not being etiquette to do more than an- 
swer crowned heads. 

When to his question of “ De quel regiment 
etes vous?” the reply of Black Jack was, “ De l’ar- 
tillerie, sire !” he seemed much pleased, and 
added, “ Anglois ?” which was replied to in the 

affirmative. He then proceeded to ask L: V 

rank, adding, “Du quel regiment ? du quel nu- 
mero ? d cheval , ou a pied ?” To these rapid 

questions L e replied — “ That he commanded 

the whole of the artillery in the Mediterranean ; 
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that the corps formed one entire regiment, num- 
bered off by battalions, and that the horse artillery 
formed a component part of the whole. 

Jack hammered through this in gallant style, 
certainly not in the best French, but he took 
breathing time, by interlarding his responses 
with — Sire , votre majeste , &c. — which I was as- 
tounded at, from so blunt and rough a soldier, 
whose manners had been formed in camps, in- 
stead of courts. 

Napoleon then glanced his eye down our line 
to Colonel D., who stood next to the chef d’ar- 
tillerie, and said “ Et votes, monsieur ?” Colonel 
D. then told him his rank, and the number 
of his regiment (79th), which the colonel, al- 
though a good Frenchman, did not give quite 
correctly. Napoleon put him right by saying, 
“ Soixante dix neuvieme ” — adding, like a flash of 
lightning, what I am sure many general officers 
in our service might not have known, viz., the 
uniform of different regiments — “ Est-ce vrais que 
vousportez le petit jupon V 9 Satisfied on this point, 
he repeated to himself — “ Ecossais , Montay- 
nards” — and then he demanded if he was chef de 
battalion, or lieutenant-colonel of the regiment* 
As we were drawn up according to seniority, 
it came next to my turn, when again Napoleon, 
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running his eye over me, pronounced, Et vous 9 
monsieur ? 

“ Je suis major de brigade de Tartillerie 9 sire !” 

By-the-by, one of his first questions, which 1 
have omitted to put down in its place, was “ D'ou 
venez vous ?” The reply was, Genoa ; and he now 
recurred to this, and asked me what number of 
field-pieces we had there. On my replying two 
brigades, he inquired how many a brigade con- 
sisted of. I replied six, four six or nine pounders, 
and two howitzers. He said, “Ah! deux batteries” 
and turning to bis aides-du-camp, he explained to 
them tjiat their batteries and our brigades meant 
tli$ same thing. 

tie now came to Lieutenant S h, who was 

of the artillery drivers; and on hearing that 
he belonged to the artillery too, he became very 
animated, and exclaimed, “Ah ! vous etes tons de 
Vartillerie ” No doubt remembering that from 
that corps he had himself sprung. He then 
added, addressing us generally, “ Vous etes de 
Varmee de Sidle?” adding, “Bentinck* is ex- 
pected back soon, and Spencer has arrived at 

* On comparing notes on our return to Genoa, we found Na- 
poleon's information had reached him rapidly, and been conveyed 
correctly, for General Spencer had arrived a few hours after our 
departure. 
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Genoa to take the command.” This was informa- 
tion for us, for the general was only expected, 
and had not arrived, when we left. 

The emperor again turned to Colonel D., and 
asked him where he came from. The colonel 
replied, “ Je viens de Bourdeaux ; je suis de 
l’arm£e du Due de Wellington.” 

Napoleon's countenance then for the first time 
changed, and whilst displaying a well-arranged 
set of white teeth, which he ground violently to- 
gether, with a lowering brow, and malice in his 
mouth, he replied with a sardonic, not to say a 
satanic smile — “ Ah ! vous avez faits de belles 
choses let P 

The cloud that for an instant obscured his 
brow then passed away, and turning to the young 
gentleman of our party, Mr. Scott, he said, “ Et 
vous , monsieur ?” Scott, thinking that as we all, 
in our reply to Napoleon, gave our rank, he would 
essay to do the same, said, “Sire, je suis pro- 
prietaire et membre de TUniversitie de Cam- 
bridge.” But his French was not very in- 
telligible to Napoleon, until Colonel D. ex- 
plained it, whereupon he nodded his head, and 
said, “ J'entends, fentends — jeune homme , jeune 
homme.” 

Napoleon then commenced de novo with the 
ordnance chief, whom he asked if be had come 

10 
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from Porto Ferrajo, and how ? We told him we 
had walked; upon which he made some pleasant 
remark, such as “ Un soldat doit etre toujours 
pret d marcher ” He again recurred to Genoa ; 
talked of the beauty of its port and its surround- 
ing mountain scenery, in allusion to which, he 
inquired if we had with us any pieces de 
montagne, (mountain guns); asked if the Genoese 
were civil to us ; and in rather a sly way in- 
quired how we liked the ladies; adding that 
they were tres complaisantes , and that the men 
were all rogues. He then condescended to ex- 
plain his meaning, by informing us, that one 
rogue made a Jew, but that it took nine Jews to 
make a Genoese ! 

He again inquired of L e if he com- 

manded in chief, or if there was a general of 
artillery in the Mediterranean. 

Napoleon now once more, in true file-firing 
order, came back to Col. D., and taking up the 
thread of the conversation he had dropped, said, 
“ Is it really true that you wear the petticoat ? 
and do not you find it very cold V* He asked 
also if he was a Scotchman, and made many 
inquiries about the 42nd regiment, and the dis- 
tinction in the tartans. He paused a moment, 
and then continued, by asking if he had served 
in Moore’s army, or rather put the question as if 
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he knew he had. Colonel D. replied in the 
affirmative ; the emperor repeatedly, and with 
emphasis, paid several compliments to the de- 
ceased hero — exclaiming, whilst he crammed his 
nose with snuff, “ Moore , — brave general ! brave 
general!” adding, with another of his sardonic 
smiles, “ Est-ce vrais que vous avez trouvG le vin 
d’Espagne Men capiteux ?” 

This was a cut at the irregularity of the re- 
treat. Colonel D. admitted the fact, adding that 
the soldiers had also taken a good deal of aguar - 
dente. 

Again it became my turn to respond in mono- 
syllables. He returned to Sicily, and asked if I 
had ever seen an irruption of Mount Etna. He 
seemed perfectly familiar with the Sicilian cha- 
racter, and asked if any of us had ever been 
favoured with a coup de stilette. 

To Lieutenant S h he again turned, and 

made some remarks about his dress and mine, 
and asked if the artillery and artillery drivers 
were distinct corps, &c. He then, seizing the 
same thread of conversation he had previously 
dropped with Mr. Scott, said, “Vous etes un 
homme de loi ?” 

Mr. Scott replied, “ J’espere de l’etre, votre 
majeste.” 

Napoleon here gave us a glimpse of his own 
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climbing character, by exclaiming, “ Ah ! vous 
attendez h etre my lord chancelier.” This he 
repeated twice, with great animation; adding, 
“ Mon ami Erskine, is he still Lord Chan- 
cellor ?” and he added something about his being 
“ un homme d’esprit.” 

He then asked L— e some questions, which 
led to his saying that he had been in Corsica and 
Elba about fifteen years before. “Ah!” said 
the emperor, “under General Montresor.” He 
then talked about Corsica, and added, “ Elliott is 
dead.” He then most particularly inquired 
about a corps of Italians lately arrived at Nice, 
which the English government had sent to the 
king of Sardinia, and said they were all French 
deserters enlisted in London. He spoke some 

few words more about S ’s dress and mine, 

and again addressed L e, who told hipi he had 

been in Egypt, and at Toulon, both of which 
subjects seemed to animate him much; and no 
wonder, for at the latter place he made his first 
grand debut, and at the former he attracted the 
notice of the whole world. “ Black Jack ” was 
not a little proud of having been opposed to the 
great Napoleon in that country, where, by-the- 
by, the soothsayers, whilst be was there, had 
foretold Napoleon’s rapid rise, and he had hence 
acquired a great respect for that country, and 
great faith in astrology. 
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It is impossible for me to note down this part 
of the conversation, for it assumed that form, 
both speakers warming into a familiar reciproca- 
tion of talk. One thing, however, I must note — 
that Napoleon, having occasion to ask L. from 
what county in England he came, when he re- 
plied Kent, his Majesty exclaimed, “Ah nous 
sommes voisins!” forgetting that he was by 
birth a Corsican, and now banished from France. 

His charger at this moment became, as I have 
said, extremely impatient, and Napoleon said to us 
in the most gracious manner, and with the most 
winning smile, “Continuez votre promenade — 
amusez vous bien — a vous revoir !” Then taking 
off his hat, which he held up for some seconds, he 
rode off towards the mountains, and was soon out 
of sight, leaving us all highly delighted with the 
interview. 
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CHAPTER XII. 


Fascination of Napoleon’s manner — Pursuits at Elba — The mayor 
of Longone — Invitation from Napoleon — His unwieldy size — 
His astonishing energy and activity — Col. Neil Campbell’s 
anecdotes of him — Napoleon’s visit to Pienosa — Madame Mire 
— Visit from Marshal Bertrand— The iron mines of Rio— Na- 
poleon’s Farm — His bed-room — His stud — Piombino — A knight 
of Malta — Porto d’ Ercole— Orbitello — Pirates — The Irishman 
in Italy — A discovery — Irish hospitality — Civita Vecchia — 
Arrival at Rome. 

After committing to paper the contents of the 
last chapter, we went to dinner, during which, 
and until a very late hour of the evening, nothing 
was heard but praises of Napoleon, and more 
than once we drank his health with all the ho- 
nours ; and when some one asked our chief, now. 
that the principal object of our visit had been 
accomplished, when he meant to start, the here- 
tofore obdurate Jack, drawing himself up affect- 
edly, replied, that his movements should be regu- 
lated by those of the emperor, as he understood 
his majesty would to-morrow embark in a small 
man-of-war, the only one fortune had left him, 
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for the island of Pienosa, where he Was erecting 
a fort, and meant to build a town, the plan of 
which had already been drawn out. 

By the same token, I ought to mention, that 
before we sat down to dinner, some of our party 
went to the mayor of Longone’s mansion, left 
our names, and begged him to forward a letter 
of introduction we had brought from Colonel 
Campbell to the Polish colonel who commanded 
in the fort before spoken of. This note men- 
tioned our names, rank, &c. 

So completely had the sovereign of Elba thrown 
a spell over the whole party, that during 
the entire evening “ Boney,” coupled with the 
words “ luck ” and “ tyranny,” was never men- 
tioned. I never saw a company so completely 
fascinated, and nothing went down but “ His Ma- 
jesty,” “ the Emperor,” “ the Great Napoleon,” 
&c., and his deeds, doings, and sayings, kept us 
at table long after midnight. 

September 20th. — I had scarcely got into my 
first .sleep, when I found myself rudely shaken, 
and on opening my eyes, I beheld the hard fea- 
tures and dark countenance of my friend L — -e, 
sounding in my ear, which he did repeatedly as 
he tried to shake slumber from me — “ Mac ! 
Mac ! the emperor wants to see us immediately. 
— Come, get up ! get up !” 
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My first remark was, that it was a most un- 
seemly and uncourtly hour to present oneself to 
royalty, and I kept grumbling as I hurried on 
my clothes; the once rough but now courtly 
Jack explaining to me, that he had just got a 
letter from the mayor, to inform him that he had 
orders from Napoleon to furnish everything the 
island afforded, to (as he was pleased to term us) 
the “ distinguished strangers that horses would 
be provided for us to visit the mines, &c. ; and 
that we had free permission to "go in and out of 
the fort when we liked.* He added, that his 
majesty would be most happy to see us imme- 
diately, as he was about to embark for Pienosa. 

Unfortunately we arrived too late to again enjoy 
the captivating sounds of the emperor’s voice, 
which had apparently turned all our heads the 
night before. When we got to the brow of the hill 
commanding a view of the strand, which Napoleon 
was treading, (or rather, waddling in it, to and fro, 
for the sand was deep,) with his eyes anxiously 
fixed on the hill we were about to descend, and 
his arms folded behind him, he was surrounded 
by chasseurs, and chasseresses decked d la Diana ; 

# A thing not before granted to strangers, as Napoleon’s police 
professed to have had information of an assassin's being expected 
from the continent, in the employ, as they said, of the French 
court ! 
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for there were several ladies of the party ; and 
when the last of them arrived, his majesty be- 
came very impatient, (for he had been on the 
beach nearly an hour,) and proceeded to embark. 

Although he had two or three large boats, 
richly cushioned, in attendance, he hiipself (per- 
haps out of compliment to us) got into a small 
gig Captain Usher had given him ; when fairly 
seated in which, he took off his hat, and again 
saluted us most graciously as the boat pushed 
off. 

As we neared him he appeared to walk with 
great difficulty in the heavy sand, his body exhi- 
biting an enormous and unwieldy substance ; so 
much so, that two attendants lifted him into the 
boat, and then stowed away one leg after the other, 

Notwithstanding all this, he is, we are told, in 
perpetual motion, and Colonel Campbell’s opi- 
nion is, that he would kill from fatigue any six 
men ; and he told us that only the day before we 
arrived, in discoursing with him on different 
subjects, he had walked up and down his room 
for three successive hours, by watch. 

My own opinion, both from his face and figure, 
is that Napoleon is dropsical; but Colonel D. 
declares that it is good sound hard flesh. What 
a surprising animal he is, to conquer his body in 
the way he does ! Colonel Campbell tells us that 
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he has often followed him over hill and dale, 
when he has tumbled down and been picked up, 
without apparently perceiving it, continuing his 
conversation, and never losing the thread of his 
discourse. He always rises at four in the morn- 
ing, and generally retires about ten. 

We watched on the beach till we saw Napo- 
leon get on board his brig-of-war, which he ap- 
peared to do with much difficulty. We then 
returned to our inn, got breakfast, and then start- 
ed (mounted by order of Napoleon) to visit the 
iron mines at Rio, an agreeable ride of about five 
miles. We returned to Porto Ferrajo by a ro- 
mantic moutain road, having a fine view of the 
flat island of Pienosa, with Napoleon and his 
navy steering for the same. 

On our return to Porto Ferrajo, Colonel D. 
and myself strolled out whilst dinner was prepar- 
ing, and got a glimpse of Madame Mere's car- 
riage as it rattled past us. We followed it out 
of the gates, and patiently awaited its return. 
It was drawn by four horses, preceded by an 
avant-courier. There was a young Neapolitan 
prince and two maids of honpur with her. At 
the risk of keeping our friends waiting, we took 
post at her mansion, and saw her alight. She 
appeared to be a stout young-looking woman, 
dressed in the pink of fashion, and highly rouged. 
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No woman before her (that I ever beard of) had 
given birth to so many kings. We are told 
she plays billiards four hours every day, and 
walks about a great deal. Our friend Colonel 
Campbell, who dined with us, amongst other 
anecdotes told us, that when she first arrived, 
on walking round the ramparts, she jumped up 
on a gun-carriage, and stood on it for ten minutes, 
viewing the present dominions of her favourite 
son. Madame certainly does not look sixty- 
four, the age the world gives her. 

Sepiember 2Is£. — My gallant chief, Colonel L., 
with Mr. 8— h and Mr. Scott, took their depar- 
ture early this morning for Leghorn, whilst 
Colonel D. and myself remained behind, in- 
tending to put ourselves on board a felucca soon, 
to sail for Civita Vecchia, and from thence pro- 
ceed to Rome, and if possible to Naples. Colo- 
nel Campbell this morning informed us, that 
Marshal Bertrand would have called had he not 
thought we were all gone to Leghorn ; and he 
now begged we would accept his carriage to 
visit St. Martin, where the emperor was prepar- 
ing another chateau for himself. Colonel Camp- 
bell urged us to consent, in which case he volun* 
teered to return and accept the offer. Neither 
of us seemed to like the proposition, but on talk- 
ing the thing over, we expressed our thanks and 
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assent. Colonel Campbell, before going, added, 
that his cousin Mr. Campbell, and Sir Gilbert 
Stirling, would be of the party. 

Colonel D. and myself held ourselves in rea- 
diness for the excursion, at the risk of losing 
our passage in the felucca, which was only wait- 
ing a fair wind, and were lounging near our inn, 
when we espied Colonel Campbell, going to see his 
cousin and the baronet embark for Leghorn, hav- 
ing entirely forgotten his promise of seeing Count 
Bertrand. We could ill digest this strange for- 
getfulness on the part of the Scotch colonel, and 
returned to our hotel somewhat out of humour, 
which was not long indulged in ; for who should 
almost immediately afterwards appear but Field 
Marshal Count Bertrand, in full fig, with all his 
stars and orders. After sitting a short time, and 
chatting most agreeably about the events of the 
preceding evening, &c., he asked us to take an 
airing with him, and politely promised to send a 
servant to inform us when the carriage was ready, 
which he did a short time afterwards, and it took 
us to St. Martins, which is about three miles 
from Porto Ferrajo, and to which Napoleon has 
made a tolerable carriage road. 

St. Martin's is prettily and romantically situ- 
ated, in an amphitheatre of hills, itself command- 
ing a fine view of the capital and port. It was 
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originally a very small house, but by adding to 
its breadth it has been made more than double 
its original size, and the improvements and alte- 
rations are still going on. Napoleon’s bed -room 
is finished, and furnished in the most simple way, 
with a small camp-bed in one corner of it. There 
is an inner room that is to have a bath in it, and 
an outer one in which his faithful Mameluke is to 
sleep. One large room close to these they were 
painting in the Turkish style, with a jet-d’eau 
in its centre, to remind him of Egypt, which 
the count informed us his majesty constantly 
talked of with infinite pleasure. The grounds 
are also tastefully laid out, and numerous pretty 
alleys amidst the trees have been formed. 

Count Bertrand also took us to view the sites 
his master has fixed on, to erect a house for his 
mother, and another for the Princess Pauline, as 
well as one for the grand marshal himself. 

At a little distance there Js a farm-house where 
Napoleon had collected a great variety of poul- 
try, sheep, cows, and deer, as, our cicerone in- 
formed us, he intended to turn farmer. He 
added, that Napoleon had become quite “ know- 
ing” as a breeder. He is expected to be here in 
about a week, to ruralize for a time. A very 
nice walk has been made by his order, to one of 
the hills in rear of the house, from whence (as he 
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himself says) he can survey the whole of his do- 
minions, and which he likes better than the im- 
mense extent of country he previously possessed. 

The count brought with him his son, a fine 
boy, christened Napoleon. The young Napoleon 
made himself very agreeable, and delighted his 
father much by addressing us in English. 
The count has a fine mild expressive counte- 
nance, and a forehead bald, but full of in- 
telligence. He pressed us to dinner, but added, 
that he regretted madame could not appear 
at table, being indisposed. We also thought 
it necessary to make an excuse, and his apology, 
on account of the countess’s state of health, led 
to ours. 

Porto Ferrajo, Sept. 22d. 

The wind foul, Napoleon’s capital very stupid, 
and Monsieur Roland’s auberge very dear, by rea- 
son of the difficulty at getting over provisions from 
the continent ; the consumption having so much 
increased since the arrival of Napoleon, his court, 
and army ; and moreover, Monsieur Roland has 
it all his own way, being almost the only auber- 
giste, there having been no hotels in this retired 
corner of the world until lately. 

To kill ennui , and make time pass — for of all 
annoying things, waiting for a fair wind on shore 
is the most disagreeable — not wishing to be on 
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board too soon, and ever fearing to be too late, 
we visited the stables of Napoleon, where we 
whiled away an hour or two. He has about one 
hundred and twenty quadrupeds, and several car- 
riages. Some of his white Arabs were very 
handsome, and a favourite one he had brought 
from Egypt with him was pointed out to us. 
Every horse had his name placed above the 
manger, and several of them were named after 
his great battles, such as Marengo, Austerlitz, 
&c. A very fine charger was pointed out to us, 
which carried his master during his last fatal 
campaign in France ; he was jet black, and called 
Borrodino. 

In the evening, as we were sitting sipping our 
flask of Florence wine, in rushed Peter Linnet, 
with flushed face, and big with importance, to in- 
form us, that one of Napoleon’s servants wished 
to see us ; but when the ambassador presented 
himself, it was with the Count and Countess 
Bertrand’s compliments, to beg we would wave 
ceremony, and come and drink tea with them. 
We returned a polite answer, and retired to make 
our toilet; but before we had done so, the 
padrone of the felucca arrived to say, that the 
night was fine and the wind fair, and begged 
lor signori to come on board immediately. We 
therefore called at the marshal’s en passant, and 
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left our P. P. C.’s, with our regrets at being 
obliged to start. 

The evening was calm, the sea like a pond, 
without a ripple on its bosom, until its smooth 
surface was broken by the padrone of the Ge- 
noese felucca ordering his crew to use their 
sweeps ; when instantly, at every stroke, all around 
seemed to effervesce and sparkle like liquid fire. 
The Mediterranean sea can be compared to no- 
thing but an ocean of fire-flies. 

When we had pulled out to mid-channel, a 
breeze sprung up, but alas! it was right in our 
teeth, and our prudent padrone took us into 
Piombino for the night, where we were doomed 
to remain the whole of next day. 

Piombino is a small walled town belonging to 
Tuscany, with a citadel, and situated on a rocky 
promontory directly opposite to the island of Elba. 
It was once the capital of a principality of that 
name, and is now in a dilapidated condition, with 
a population of about three thousand. Its 
harbour is good, and it has considerable fisheries. 
The surrounding country is rich in corn, wine, 
and oil, but the grand allurement here, is the 
quantities of game of all sorts. The snipe and 
woodcock shooting is the best in the world, and 
there are wild boars in abundance. This used 
to be the resort of English sportsmen, and will 
be again. 
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It is now considered such a rarity to behold an 
Englishman, that during the day we have had 
men, women, and children peeping at us. And 
I have no doubt our cameriera, who by the way is 
very good looking, had, during the day, made a 
good thing by showing us. 

Amongst these visits, we had a long one from a 
knight of Malta, who thought himself vastly clever 
and sagacious, when he significantly whispered 
to us, “ that he perfectly knew the object of our 
journey to Elba ; and that it was for the purpose 
of arranging plans with Napoleon, for England 
to place him in such situation as to menace 
France and Austria, and to hold him up as a rod 
to chastise them, should needs be.” We did not 
inquire of this garrulous old gentleman how this 
was to be accomplished. 

September 24th.— We left Piombino at five 
in the morning, with a favouring gale, and 
had a most delightful passage, passing by 
many beautifully picturesque islands. Our 
boatmen seemed much alarmed at the pros- 
pect of falling in with some Barbary corsairs, 
and constantly kept close along shore, and we 
were regaled with some wonderful stories of 
the famous Barbarossa (Red Beard) and his 
savage crew ; and as we had a volume of Voltaire’s 
with us, (Candide,) we amused ourselves with the 
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catastrophe that befel the Duchess of Massa 
Carrara and the fair Cunnegonde when they were 
taken by the Barbary corsair. 

We passed close to a small island, where Na- 
poleon has a garrison of thirty men, and we saw 
his brig returning with him from his pleasure ex- 
cursion. We had the three low rocks called the 
Formiche, -pointed out to us, from whence the pirates 
oftentimes unawares spring on their passing prey. 
They are almost on a level with the water, and 
directly opposite the mouth of the river Ambrone, 
not far distant from the point d’Ercole, which we 
reached at a late hour, and remained during the 
night, stretching ourselves on the deck of the 
felucca, as pratique could not be obtained till 
sunrise the next morning. We rose at daybreak 
and took a swim, to rid ourselves of some trouble- 
some companions with which we had foregathered 
during the night. 

On our return we found a breakfast of milk, 
butter, fresh eggs, figs, grapes, peaches, and green 
tea, after partaking of which, we landed and 
walked into Porto Ercole, and visited the Madre 
Chiesa , where they were performing high mass, 
to celebrate the return of their Grand Duke to 
Florence, from his banishment during the reign 
of Napoleon. 

The harbour of Port Hercules is a secure one, 
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and defended by several respectable looking forts. 
At the distant of two miles is Orbitello, a large 
and well-peopled town, but “ pleasantly placed in 
a bog;” it being almost entirely surrounded by 
water, which they candidly call the Stagno , 
formed by an inroad made by the sea. This lake 
is of scarcely more than two feet in depth ; yet it 
is nearly eighteen miles in circumference, and is 
chiefly remarkable for the size and number of its 
eels, which are sent to Rome, Naples, Florence, 
and other large cities. 

Orbitello is a respectable fortress, formerly be- 
longing to Ferdinand of Naples, but now to 
Leopold, Grand Duke of Tuscany. It is situated 
on a low promontory projecting into the lake ; 
the approach is by a narrow causeway. The 
Porto Ercole, and the adjacent forts, are all gar- 
risoned. 

The commandant of Port Hercules mounted 
us, and the governor of Orbitello received us 
most graciously, giving us a most pressing in- 
vitation to stay to a ball he was to give that even- 
ing. We made a kind of half promise to return, 
but being at the mercy of the captain of the 
felucca, who might take it into his head to start 
without us, we deemed it better to smother our 
inclination. 

On our return we met all the fair damsels of 
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Porto Ercole, walking out to get a glimpse of 
Mi Lordi Inglese, and many a bright eye was 
rubbed over us en passant . Amongst others we 
descried the beUa cameriera we had seen at the 
commandant’s. 

September 26th. — We made sail at five in 
the morning, the weather not looking very 
favourable, and with little anxiety on the part 
of our crew to proceed, for they were dread- 
fully alarmed at the prospect of falling in 
with the Ladroni del mare (pirates) — who had 
been heard of as on the coast. Every sail 
we saw produced a council of war, at which we 
were permitted to assist, and we always had the 
greatest difficulty to persuade them to continue 
their voyage ; and then only by dint of a pro- 
mised reward. We, however, induced them to 
keep the sea during the night, which turned out 
clear and beautiful, and which we again passed on 
the felucca’s deck, whiffing cigars, and listening 
to the soft strains of Peter Linnet, who warbled 
forth many of his native songs, which were fol- 
lowed by a curious conversation, and a discovery 
of the birth, parentage, and education of the only 
passenger we had, viz., an Italian priest we had 
taken on board from Orbitello, bound on a pil- 
grimage to Rome, via Civita Vecchia. 

This personage fras a quite demure-looking 
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man, with a three-cornered hat, a black thread- 
bare tunic, and about the middle age, with rather 
a rubicund countenance, and a roguish-looking eye, 
somewhat subdued by the austerities of the 
church to which he belonged. He kept himself 
rather aloof from us, and sometimes crossed him- 
self and prayed, as the master of the felucca 
and crew occasionally espied a fresh cause of 
alarm, in the shape of any sail bearing down 
upon us. 

Our cigars were moistened with some excellent 
eau de vie, with which we were provided, and in 
my best Italian, I induced the signor padre to 
partake of some. The night was far advanced 
when Linnet struck up one of his chants about 
Killarney. It acted like magic on the holy man, 
who listened to this long-winded ditty with the 
greatest attention, as it described the beauties of 
Innisfallen, Ross Castle, Muccruss Abbey, Kate 
Kearney, and the Gap of Dunlow; at which point 
the padre could contain himself no longer. As 
he became more and more excited by the brandy 
and the music, I overheard him, sotto voce, (for he 
had by this time wriggled himself close to Sig- 
nor Pietro,) exclaiming in a smothered extasy, 

“ Blood and turf \ are ye Killarney !” 

‘‘No! be the powers Pin not,” said Peter; 
“ but I’m not far off it.” 
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“And where did you get that chant?” said 
the holy man. 

“ Why from old O’Brien, the blind piper at 
Limerick,” said Peter; “and many’s the time 
and oft I’ve listened to him, for ’twas on the 
banks of the Shannon I first had my palm 
touched by the king’s coin. God bless his Ma- 
jesty ! it was but a bad bargain he got of me.” 

“ Poor O’Brien !” cried the padre ; “ at seven- 
and-twenty he went to bed with God’s blessed 
light shining on him, and he rose the next 
morning a blind man. Tip us another stave, me 
darlin jewel !*’ 

I now pretended to be asleep, when Peter 
struck up, “ Brien the Brave,” and then “ Kate 
Kearney.” At the conclusion of the last, priest- 
craft was at an end, and the Italian padre fairly 
hugged Peter, and finished with a regular Irish 
yell! 

“Ah! and was not the celebrated Kate me 
fader’s sister?” said the priest; “and didn’t I 
draw my first breath in the Gap of Dunlow f ’ 

“ Be me conscience,” said Peter, as he eyed 
the padre ; “ but she has not bequeathed you 
much of her beauty. God bless her, when I just 
listed, I went to Dunlow wid my master, and we 
both drank her memory at the little house in 
the Gap (where she once lived) in goat’s milk — 
wi’ plenty of potheen in it.” 
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“ And sure ! wasn’t it I that was born there> 
near the Black Pool, with M‘Gillicuddy’s peep- 
ing: down upon me, at the foot of the purple 
mountain, where St. Patrick drowned the last 
snake that ever showed his nose in the Emerald 
Isle,** said the priest. 

“ And if I might make so bould, holy father,” 
said Peter, “ what’s your name ?” 

“ By the powers of Paddy Blake’s echo, which 
civilly answers any question a gentleman puts to 
it, I’m Killarney every inch of me ; for, although 
I’m called Father Paul for shortness, I was 
christened O' Donahue Kearney ; firstly, after 
the great chieftain whose traces are seen in every 
corner of the lovely lake; and secondly, after the 
celebrated Kate, the theme of poets, and the 
enchantress of the Gap of Dunlow.” 

“ O’Donahue !” exclaimed Peter. “ Sure, and 
haven’t I seen his prison, and his horse, and his 
head, and his wine cellar, and his whiskey cellar; 
and haven’t I seen the surprising leap he took, 
and the marks of his horse’s feet, where he landed 
on the t’other side, and wasn’t it myself that was 
there, near the eagle’s nest, when that funnj 
fellow Mike Healy bothered the Lord-Lieutenant, 
by making him believe he was going to take the 
same jump — when a gallant stag was abroad, and 
the Maccruss hounds running really breast-high 
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for both stag and dogs were in the waters of the 
upper lake — to which Duke Richmond was 
passing by boat, between the rocky and broad 
chasm, by which the waters communicate between 
the middle and upper lake, and where the wily 
Mike attracted his grace’s notice by numerous 
gestures, preparatory to this great spring, which 
his grace tremulously and anxiously awaited to 
see him take, and which Mike never meant to 
do, by which means he lost the hunt entirely, 
and got laughed at by Mike, and the other 
lookers on !” 

“May be,” said Father Paul, “ye’ll favour 
me with where you came from.” 

“ Ah !” cried Peter, “ and sure it isn’t from 
near Castle Connell, on the banks of the Shannon, 
in the parish of Doonass. Me fadder was game- 
keeper to Sir Hugh Dillon Massy, as honest, as 
gamesome, as handsome and as fine a gintleman 
as any in ould Ireland, and one of the true ould 
breed of the gintry, who would decoy the stranger 
into his house, lock the door, and throw the key 
into the draw-well, and keep him there for a 
month, carousing and killing him wid kindness. 
And wasn’t he fond of the ladies too, and got 
them in and locked them up in the tower that 
hung over the water-fall, where many a salmon 
I’ve hooked as a boy ? Ah ! these were days 
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when Sir Hugh, God bliss him ! sent me to be 
page to the widow of Cork Ferry !” 

“ Wasn’t there a well of great vartae hard by ?” 
said the holy father, crossing himself. 

“ And wasn’t it I myself that can speak to the 
Yartues of the holy well ; for by St. Shannon, 
was not I born both blind and lame ’till my 
mother dipped me in it? — and didn’t I after- 
wards walk to Killaloe, and see Brien Borue’s 
castle ! ” 

And with that Peter again tuned his pipe, 
and once more struck up, — 

“ Remember the glories of Brian the brave !* 

Here I fell asleep, and when I awoke, found 
myself with a burning morning sun blazing on 
me, in the port of Civita Vecchia. 

September 27. — About seven this morning we 
landed in the Papal dominions, got pratique and 
a bad breakfast at a most miserable inn, and 
afterwards went (as in duty bound) to wait on 
the governor, who was a dignitary of the church, 
with a young priest as his aide-de-camp, who did 
the honours and ushered us into the presence. 
As the governatore had a considerable garrison, 
and a pretty strong fortress, I suppose he was at 
least a cannon . He was mounted in black, wore 
a sword and a three-cornered hat, talked to us in 
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Italian, and gave us a cup of chocolate. We 
afterwards got our passports signed, hired a 
coach and four, and started for Imperial Rome. 

Civita Vecchia has an arsenal, and its port is 
considered one of the best in the Papal dominions, 
although at present poorly defended by two 
miserable-looking forts, which guard its entrance. 
It was first fortified by Urban the Eighth, and 
made free by Benedict the Fourteenth, and is dis- 
tant from the Eternal City forty miles. The 
greater part of the road lies through a barren 
and unwholesome waste, where malaria rears its 
accursed head, and destroys life and vegetation. 
The few inhabitants we met were yellow-looking, 
swelled, and poor; the latter evil always leading 
to incivility, of which they afforded us ample 
proof. Wherever a country is thriving, its 
peasants are sure to be polite to strangers. I 
have never found this touchstone of* the well- 
doing of a country fail. As I turned my eye 
upon the barren earth, and listened in vain for the 
busy hum of man, not even the barking of a dog 
disturbed the fearful monotony that was around 
us ; so for want of anything better, I fed my 
sight and my imagination with the dome of St. 
Peter’s, which kept us company for many a 
weary mile, and was the only indication that we 
were approaching the once mistress of the world. 
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When the day departed, the most brilliant 
moon arose, still to lighten up this bright beacon, 
which, long before we reached it, we thought 
every turn would bring us close upon. 

After handing in our passports, and telling the 
investigating Cerberus where we were about being 
domiciled, we drove on, and again gazed on the 
mighty and indescribable fabric we had so long 
beheld at a distance. 

After being dragged through several wide and 
splendid streets, we were at last landed at the 
Hotel de l’Europe, in the Piazza di Spagna, and 
having ordered dinner, I rushed forth once more 
to glut my eyes with another view of St. Peter’s 
by moonlight. I gazed on many marble palaces ; 
and beheld the meandering Tiber, the Capitol, 
and the Palatine Mount, and returned late to 
my hotel, with an empty stomach, but my heated 
imagination crowded with deeds of glory and 
names of renown ; — all my little book-lore having 
been stirred up on the occasion, to a kind a of classic 
olla podrida. 
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Rome was not built in a day, nor am I going to 
take only one day to describe it; the attempt would 
be vain, even had I the arms of Briareus (with a 
pen in each hand of them), and the heads of 
Hydra well stocked with brains. 

A servitore di Piazza was enlisted instantly in 
our service. He was as antiquated looking as 
the profession he had adopted; a tall, lank, 
Lismahago looking chap, Giuseppe Sanzeverino 
by name ; with a Caesarian proboscis , an intelli- 
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gent eye, a pallid complexion, and a high fore- 
head, with a few grey hairs adorning it. He took 
snuff, wore spectacles, and carried a gold-headed 
cane ; was demure in his manner, but could run 
like a greyhound when he liked ; had evidently 
read much ; was as enthusiastic in his antiquarian 
calling as ever any keen sportsman was after a 
hare, a grouse, or a partridge, and was, moreover, 
never tired of exploring or explaining the anti- 
quities of Rome and its environs ; on which 
subject he had favoured the world with a book, a 
copy of which he was pleased to present to 
Colonel D. and myself. 

Giuseppe was well read in Cicero, Pliny, Strabo, 
Juvenal, and oftentimes quoted the last-named 
poet and others, whilst drawing our attention to- 
wards objects of interest, or answering our nu- 
merous questions ; for he managed to inspire us 
with much of the enthusiasm that animated him- 
self ; and no fox-chase ever afforded more plea- 
sure than when this antiquated hound was run- 
ning breast-high up the Palatine Mount, around 
the Circus Maximus, or double tonguing it in 
the via sacra which leads to the Temple of Peace 
and the Colosseum ! 

September 28. — We this morning took the 
field, Giuseppe leading the way, with his long, wiry, 
rather bent figure, very thin shanks, his stomach 
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drawn up like a greyhound’s, clothed in a thread- 
bare, swallow-tailed coat, a white waistcoat, grey 
inexpressibles, white thread stockings, and shoes, 
in which were stuck large silver buckles. 

At our especial request we first bent our steps 
towards St. Peter’s, which, I again repeat, beggars 
description, and the interior of which is on a 
similar gigantic scale of grandeur and beauty. 
Fifty portals open into the portico, which is paved 
with marble, and has a gilded vault. Its co- 
lonnade is formed by pillars of the doric order, of 
which I counted three hundred and twenty. 

On entering the body of the church, the patri- 
archal chair of St. Peter, and the saint holding 
the keys of heaven in his hand, may well inspire 
religious feelings in the numerous votaries who 
flock to this surprising place of worship. Some 
of these we observed dipping their fingers in the 
holy water, and making the sign of the cross on 
their foreheads ; others passed their heads under 
St. Peter’s foot, as a cure for bodily sufferings ; 
others again with religious fervour took a 
hearty smack at the saint’s toe, which stood pro- 
minently forward to court the passing kiss, by 
which it positively seems to have been diminished 
in size ! 

It would bo endless to recount the numerous 
ancient pillars of lapis lazuli , verde antique , &c. 
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with the wreaths, tiaras, and festoons that adorn 
its walls — all of the choicest marble. But I 
must remark that unity, harmony, combination, 
and proportion, are so studied in this vast temple, 
that what you at first imagine to be small Cupids 
playing round a fount where the holy water is 
contained, are, when approached, colossal statues ; 
when you near the doves that adorn in many 
places the walls, you fancy you could place your 
hands on them, and they seem of the common 
size ; but on essaying so to do, you find them far 
beyond your reach, and they are in reality larger 
than full-grown eagles ! 

Many of the pictures are copies from the first 
masters, exquisitely worked in mosaic. 

We had the tomb of Maria Clementina, the 
pretender’s sister, pointed to us. She is here styled 
the Queen of England and of France. I won- 
der the French, when they held sway in Rome, 
did not strike out the last title. 

We next proceeded to the Vatican, which is 
built on an eminence close to St. Peter’s, and has 
a private communication with the latter. It is an 
irregular, straggling building, begun in the sixth 
century, and altered and improved on ever since, 
by each succeeding pontiff. Its extent is so im- 
mense, that (according to Signor Giuseppe,) it con- 
tains ten thousand different apartments. A few of 
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these we visited, and found them superb, and the 
statuary and paintings surpassingly fine. The 
library is ill arranged, but it contains a vast 
variety of books, manuscripts, &c. The Sala Ro- 
tunda, supported by pillars of marble, and paved 
with ancient Mosaic, attracted our special notice ; 
and we saw the Apollo Belvidere, the Antinous 
and the Laocoon. But my cattivo gusto made 
me turn to a dog devouring a stag, and to three 
striking figures by the great modern artist Canova, 
which I could have stood for hours to gaze on. 
The subjects are Perseus killing the Centaur, to 
perfect which, Canova, it is said, caused several 
horses to be killed before him, as he chiselled out 
the marble, in order that he might catch the ex- 
piring struggles of the centaur when he falls 
under the gripe of Perseus. 

On our return to our hotel we twice encountered 
Charles the Fourth of Spain, with the Queen and 
the Infanta. His equipage was well got up, and 
he himself a fine hearty-looking old gentleman. 

We also met, as we passed up the Corso, (the 
principal street in Rome,) the mother of the 
Prince of Peace. 

In the evening we visited the famous cafe in 
the same street ; where ladies and gentlemen of 
all descriptions are to be met with, as well as 
mirth, music, beauty, and billiard-rooms. 
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September 29. — Giuseppe was with us by half* 
past six, and, as a necessary passport to ensure 
our entrance, we proceeded in uniform to a small 
chapel, called “ The Ursulini ” (appertaining to 
the convent of that name,) and got a place which 
enabled us to enfilade the aisle up which, we were 
informed, Pope Pius the Seventh would advance, 
when he made his matinal visit. 

We were left in suspense but a few seconds, 
when his holiness entered ; but “ what a falling 
off was there !” When I called to my recollec- 
tion the pride and pomp of the sovereign pontifis 
in days of yore — who had emperors walking bare- 
footed before them, and who compelled the 
kings of England and of France to hold their 
stirrups whilst they mounted their horses ! What 
a touch of bathos, to now fix my eyes on a little 
decrepid old man, with a white surplice and a 
black skull-cap, with a devout and saint-like 
aspect, full of meekness and humility, as he 
tottered past us, almost unattended, to the altar, 
where, after kneeling, and apparently praying 
most earnestly aud devoutly for some minutes, 
he arose and retired into the Ursuline Nunnery. 
There was a pious resignation and a Christian 
kindness in his countenance, which certainly gave 
me an impression of something heavenly and 
saint-like. And they were typical of his charac- 
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ter too ; for how patient he was of suffering, yet 
how determined and obstinate even whilst in the 
iron grasp of Napoleon, having refused to treat 
with him (whilst a prisoner at Fontainbleau) 
until restored to his own dominions. I thought 
of his placing the imperial diadem on the Em- 
peror’s brow ; and the recompence he met with, 
which was imprisonment and exile. But the day 
of retribution has come ! 

Giuseppe now led the way to the church of St. 
Carlo, where we witnessed the ceremony of two 
male Jews and one female, as well as a Turk, 
being made Chrstians by Cardinal Scotti. 

After breaking our morning’s fast, we visited 
La Chiesa di Jesu. The altar is very fine, with a 
statue in silver of St. Ignazio. The saint’s robes 
are studded with rubies and diamonds. This 
altar is valued, Giuseppe informed us, at half a 
million of dollars. 

Our indefatigable guide now led the way to 
the Capitoline Mount, and having placed himself 
in attitude, with his gold-headed cane gracefully 
deposited under his left arm, the hand holding a 
silver snuff-box, its lid exhibiting Romulus, the 
founder of Rome, suckled by a wolf, and on the 
little finger of the same hand a very fine cameo 
with the head of Julius Caesar ; whilst the fingers 
of the dexter hand filled his nostrils with the 
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exciting powder ; thus prepared, I say, the Sig- 
nor Giuseppe proceeded to tell us that the Capito- 
line Mount had formerly two summits, which 
were often confounded by the ancients, and mis- 
taken by the moderns. The southern summit, 
which he first took us to, gave us a fine view of 
the Tiber, and is quite close to the famous Tar- 
peian rock, of which, however, not a vestige 
could we now find to repose our eyes on. 

The far-famed Tiber now occupied our atten- 
tion, and numerous questions were put to our 
cicerone, on the subject of its bed, depth, and 
facility of navigation, &c. Giuseppe said, that 
it was of necessity much changed, from the 
edifices that once graced its banks having fallen 
into it, and choked its channel. Pliny main- 
tains that it was navigable for the largest ships, 
and describes the immense vessel that brought 
from Alexandria the obelisk in front of St. 
Peter’s, and which vessel sailed down the Nile 
and up the Tiber. By a parity of reasoning, as 
our Joseph said, and as Gibbon wrote before 
him, both rivers bore the boat that contained the 
obelisk, consequently, the Tiber must be equal 
to the Nile. But this, I beg to remark, is a non 
sequitur : for, because a giant can lift a weight 
of ten pounds, and a dwarf can do the same, it 
does not follow, although Pliny so reasons, that 
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a dwarf is as strong as a giant. But Strabo 
gives a very different account of the capability of 
the Tiber; and tells us, that vast quantities of 
mud were washed down by the current, and 
choked up its channel; forcing large ships to 
tranship their cargoes at its mouth, and which 
has long since entirely ruined the port of Ostia. 

We now proceeded across a kind of valley, to 
its northern point, which was once the site of the 
Temple of Jupiter, and where now the Capitol 
stands. Giuseppe halting, explained that here 
there had been a dense forest, and pointed to the 
spot said to be the asylum of the founder of Rome, 
as displayed on the lid of his silver tabatiere , out 
of which he took another pinch. 

In the centre of the square stands an ancient 
bronze statue of Marcus Aurelius. The horse is 
wonderfully spirited, and so true to nature, that 
when Michael Angelo came to study it, after 
gazing on it for hours, in a burst of admiration 
he gave the word “ March /” 

Within the precincts of the Capitol, there is a 
large Museum of statues and pictures, which oc- 
cupied our attention nearly the whole day. A 
statue of Julius Csesar struck us as remarkable, 
and our guide informed us it was the only one 
existing. I was also much taken with a colossal 
figure of Mars, as well as by two fine statues of 
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two Thracian kings, who had been brought 
prisoners to Rome by Lucullus, who cruelly 
ordered their arms to be cut off, because they 
would not be subject to or acknowledge the 
empire of Rome. Also, amongst many others, a 
Diana watching the speed of an arrow, j ust launched 
from her bow — most beautiful ! and the statue of 
Agrippina, the mother of Nero, reposing on a 
chair, in an attitude unsurpassed for its grandeur, 
ease, and dignity. This is the statue which 
Napoleon directed Canova to take as a model for 
that of his mother. 

Amongst the pictures, the most interesting to 
my mind were the Rape of the Sabines, by Pietro 
Cortona, and the famous battle between the 
Horatii, and the Curiatii. Two of each side are 
already lying dead, and the last of the Curiatii 
has received a mortal wound. The fathers of the 
combatants are anxiously looking on, as are both 
nations : this is grandly portrayed. A Sybil 
writing her oracles under divine inspiration, by 
Guercino, is very fine ; so also are two St. Sebas- 
tians, — one by Guido, the other by Ludovico Car- 
racci. 

Our sight-seeing caterer scarcely gave us time 
to eat our dinner, before he had us off again, to 
witness a bull-fight by candle-light, which they 
term a Giostra. We found some fine-featured 
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Roman dames and damsels congregated round 
the arena ; but as there was no blood drawn, the 
ladies thought the exhibition a failure. 

September 30.— This morning we proceeded 
in state, in company with Mr. D 1, the En- 

glish consul, to be presented to the sovereign 
pontiff, Pius the Seventh. We found his palace 
divested of all pomp, but with numerous priests 
crowding the ante-rooms. Their sombre cos- 
tumes and grave faces helped to throw a religi- 
ous awe over us, as we passed on to the presence 
chamber. 

After a brief pause we were admitted, and Pius 
the Seventh, a little bent .old man, with (as I have 
said) a most devout, benign, and saint- like aspect, 
advanced to meet us. We had been instructed, and 
consequently knelt on entering, and again did 
the same when we were sufficiently advanced to 
kiss the hand of his holiness, which he graciously 
stretched towards us ; this ceremony we also re- 
peated before retiring. Our interview was of 
short duration, and his holiness would not or 
could not speak anything but Italian. Mr. 
D 1 introduced me as coming from and be- 

longing to his friend Lord William Bentinck’s 
army ; and when Mr. D. further added, that I 
was the brother of the commanding officer of the 
Alceste frigate, which had remained so long off 
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the mouth of the Tiber, by order of the British 
government, to receive on board his holiness, 
and carry him off from the iron grasp of Napoleon, 
he seized my hand, and repeated with emphasis, 
“ Bouni Inglesi, bouni Inglesi — amo gli 
Anglesi.” He had previously expressed his 
abhorrence of Napoleon and of the entire French 
nation. 

The carriage that conveyed us to court, and 
which we had been obliged to hire for the day, 
we now turned to account, by making use of it to 
visit the environs — where we beheld ruins on 
ruins, exhibiting all kinds of ancient architecture 
and magnificence. Our first rendezvous was, 
as Giuseppe called it, the Mons Palatinus, 
famous as the cradle of the nation, and where 
Romulus first built Rome, and from whence he 
beheld the rape of the Sabines in the valley below. 
This mount was afterwards the seat of the 
empire, and where stood the proud palace of the 
Caesars. Tiberius made immense additions to it. 
But our worthy guide made a still further addition, 
by declaring that Nero, (he who “ fiddled whilst 
Rome was burning,”) built here a most surprising 
temple, with transparent marble; so that when this 
place of worship was shut, you could see into it ! 
Travellers are said to “see strange things;” 

VOL. i. • L 
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bat they sometimes hear things still more 
atrange ! 

Bat I mast not bore yoa with any more of the 
mere sights of the Eternal City, or you will accuse 
me of concocting an itinerary, instead of the 
promised record of my personal adventures. I 
will therefore proceed to give you a circumstan- 
tial account of my introduction to a pair of 
crowned heads : first, however, duly closing my 
notice of the “ lions” of Rome by a brief sketch 
of the personal history of our friend Giuseppe, 
the worthy exhibitor of the aforesaid M lions.” 

Giuseppe was a true type of the renowned 
Domine Sampson. He was by birth a Sienese, 
and consequently spoke the purest Italian. He 
had been educated for the church, and studied 
at Rome, and returned to Siena with the rank 
of abb£. He there gave lessons to grown-up 
pupils at their private houses. Amongst his 
pupils was a beautiful Sienese lady, seventeen 
years of age, called Santina della Santa; and 
Giuseppe’s holy calling could not save him from 
the influence of the all-powerful God, 

“ Who rules the camp, the court, the grove.” 

Nor could the saintlike name of the beautiful 
Santina save her from Cupid’s spells. Alas! 
the course of true love never did run smooth. 
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Nature burst the bounds of society. Giuseppe 
was obliged to abaudon the church, give up his 
school and fly ; and with him flew the fair lady, 
who is now, by-the-by, doing duty as one of the 
antiques, of which he is still proud. He returned 
to Rome, where he left his lady love for a time, 
and turned soldier, and attained the rank of 
captain, and had served iq the very garrison I 
had lately left, (Genoa,) being there at its 
renowned blockade ; and he gave us a descrip- 
tion of the sufferings of the besieged, declaring, 
amongst other things, and with the gravest face, 
“ that his fellow-soldiers were obliged to eat their 
comrades to satisfy the calls of hunger ! but that 
he, being a friend of the commandant's, fared 
daintily on cats, dogs, and rats — the governor 
reserving the dead horses as a bonne bouche for 
himself.” 

I have before observed on his publishing pro- 
pensity, and in consequence of a learned dispute 
I had with him whilst we were inspecting the 
circus of Caracalla, and my novel notions which 
Giuseppe looked on as wrinkles , he volunteered to 
put forth a new edition of his Itineraire, wherein 
honourable mention should be made of my 
opinions ; “ in which case,” added he, “ il signore 
will doubtless subscribe for twenty copies !” 

October 1st. — Colonel D. and myself having 

l 2 
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previously made the agreeable acquaintance of 
the Abb6 Taylor, an Irishman by birth, who was 
at this period father confessor to Charles the 
Fourth of Spain and his queen, as well as to their 
daughter, the Queen of Etruria, we this morn- 
ing paid him a visit, to ascertain the hour of our 
presentation on the morrow to their majesties 
the King and Queen of Spain. The abbe, who 
had a near relation in the same regiment with 
myself, was a most agreeable personage, and 
quite a character, relaxing from the trammels 
of priestcraft, and making himself extremely 
agreeable. He flew from subject, to subject with 
all the velocity of a summer-fly ; descanting on 
the treachery of Napoleon to the royal family of 
Spain, their resignation and amiability ; then 
pointing to his paintings, of which he had a 
choice collection, amongst others, those of the 
Pretender, and his brother, the Cardinal of York, 
who was also a pretender, for he had medals 
struck, some of which were shown us, with his 
head on them as Henry the Ninth, and which, 
had he been found in England, might have caused 
his head to be struck off in another way. 

Our interview with fallen royalty I shall re- 
serve, as in duty bound, for a separate chapter. 
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hands — Royal conversation — The Prince of Peace — Wellington 
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Biancadore — Taking tea with a queen — Her conversation — 
Her chamberlain — Ingratitude of Murat — An invitation — A 
flirtation — Mothers and daughters*— La Bella Carolina — A deli- 
cate negotiation — The day of reckoning — Leave-taking — The 
vetturini of Rome — Hey for Naples ! 


Rome, October the 3rd. 

A little before twelve o’clock, our friend the 
abbe called for us, and we instantly accompanied 
him, for the purpose of being presented to his 
most Christian majesty Charles IV, of Spain and 
of the Indies, and to his queen, whose tricks and 
intrigues with the celebrated Godoy were bruited 
about Europe at this period. 

I fear we were either a few minutes too soon, 
or had on our shoulders the still greater sin of 
having kept crowned heads waiting ; for on our 


A 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



222 


INTERVIEW WITH ROYALTY. 


arrival we found the queen only in the presence- 
chamber, and that the king had gone away 
again. On our reaching the ante-room, a great 
bustle and stir took place amongst the maids of 
honour, who all instantly rose, and strove who 
could show us the most attention. Whilst we 
were bending and returning the various salutes, 
we were approaching the presence-chamber, 
when the king, a fine, robust, jolly-looking 
farmer sort of person, bustled past, and, giving 
us a kind of friendly shove, said, “Come in, 
come in.” We followed him, and found her 
majesty standing in the middle of the apartment 
unattended. She is a very sharp-looking old lady, 
dressed in the most youthful style, with a pro- 
fusion of diamonds and of rouge! Her majesty’s 
mode of standing was rather awkward, which is 
not to be wondered at, considering that she has 
had the misfortune to break one of her legs. 

Both the king and the queen received us most 
graciously ; and, as the abb4 named us, we pro- 
ceeded to kiss hands. The king made many 
inquiries about our services in Spain; and I 
informed his majesty I had left Catalonia, at the 
time Ferdinand the Seventh was expected. He 
shrugged up his shoulders, and said nothing on 
the subject, but put a great many questions about 
our different regiments, and particularly about 
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Colonel D.’s, as being a Highland one. Al- 
though apparently no Solomon, he seemed very 
good-humoured, and very happy. Amongst other 
things, he flattered us by telling us we were fine 
stout-looking fellows. 

The queen, on the other hand, seemed re- 
markably clever, and talked a great deal about 
England and the English, and what they had 
done for Spain. She touched on the return of 
their son, and the treaty of Valencay , and her 
doubts on the subject, as the regency and Cortes 
had refused to ratify it. She often alluded to 
their distressed situation at present, and the non- 
fulfilment of the pecuniary part of it, as regarded 
themselves; adding her great regret that she 
could not receive us in better style. One remark 
she made that I must not omit. Talking of 
Cadiz, where both the colonel and myself had 
been, her majesty said, prefacing it with a sigh, 
“ Hah ! if we had taken the Prince of Peace’s 
advice, we should have retired to Cadiz, and 
now been under the protection of England.” The 
king immediately turned to her and said, “ Tut, 
tut ; we could not tell what was for the best.” 
The queen added, “ There is a fate in every- 
thing.” 

At this period of the conversation, Father 
Taylor nudged me once or twice, and placing his 
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mouth close to my ear, said, (sotto voce,) “ Give 
them hopes of returning.” I immediately took 
upon myself the responsibility of placing the 
whole British empire at their disposal; and I 
overheard my friend the colonel do the same to 
the king. 

The queen now eulogized the great deeds of 
Wellington. She also said, that she and the 
king were highly displeased, that Ferdinand had 
entered into a treaty, whereby the English, who 
had profusely shed their blood to liberate Spain, 
should now be banished from its soil, and that 
her husband, the king, was determined to resume 
the reins of government. Her majesty now gra- 
ciously inquired how long we meant to remain at 
Rome. Upon my saying our stay would be 
short, she said many handsome things. Amongst 
others, “ That after having made our agreeable 
acquaintance, she regretted much she was so 
soon to lose it.” In short, the whole interview 
was vastly interesting, and our reception most 
marked. 

On our way down we were presented to the 
chamberlain, a grandee of Spain, whose name I 
have forgotten, and also to the Duchess de 
Grao, one of the ladies in waiting. We also 
encountered the Queen of Etruria, leaning on 
the arm of her son, the young king. He was 
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about fourteen years of age, dressed in a splen- 
did unform, with various orders suspended to his 
breast. He promised to be very handsome. 

The Queen of Etruria is the daughter of 
Charles the Fourth of Spain, and was married to 
the hereditary Prince of Parma, who, by the 
treaty of Luneville, in 1801, had Tuscany added 
to his dominions, and the whole denominated the 
kingdom of Etruria, her son being its sove- 
reign, until Bonaparte despoiled him of it, 
re-constituting Tuscany again into a duchy, as 
appertaining to France, but giving the rule 
thereof to his sister Eliza (married to the Prince 
Bacciochi) with the title of Grand Duchess of 
Lucca. 

It now became apparent, by the hurry and 
bustle we had thrown the ante-room ladies into, 
that we had arrived before we were expected ; 
for her majesty of Etruria, and her son, were 
evidently going to. assist at the levee held by 
their parents, being anxious to behold the in- 
troduction of that scarce animal an Englishman. 

Before returning to our hotel, our kind con- 
ductor took us to pay a visit to his eminence 
Cardinal Biancadore, an amusing, witty, and 
jolly prelate. 

We. had been invited to take tea with her 
majesty of Etruria, and about the hour of seven 
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this evening, we bent our steps towards the 
palace, my head filled with visions of taking 
tea with queens, out of Etruscan vases. As soon 
as announced, we were ushered to the presence, 
and found her majesty bedizened with diamonds, 
and attended by her handsome and interesting- 
looking son. She made us sit down, treating us 
with distinction, blended with much kindness 
and frankness of manner. The conversation 
turned on a variety of topics. We first talked 
Spanish to her, then French, and afterwards 
Italian. I ventured to address a few words in 
English to her majesty, which she perfectly un- 
derstood, whilst her son spoke and pronounced 
English very prettily, which seemed to afford 
great delight to her maternal feelings. She 
alluded several times to her long captivity, to 
the cruel treatment she had received, and to her 
present wretched and dependent situation : but, 
of course, we remained silent. Pity is but a poor 
tribute to crowned heads. Her majesty ex- 
pressed a hope to see us again ; inquired how 
long we meant to remain at Rome, and where 
we lodged ; and talked much about the congress 
of Vienna, where at present her hopes and fears 
were centered. Murat was also mentioned, his 
advance on Rome, and his plans on Italy. One 
observation of mine seemed to displease her 
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much* Speaking of Rome and Florence toge- 
ther, I said they were “ bien triste.” She said 
Rome was always dirty and stupid ; but talked 
in raptures of Florence, and especially when she 
held her court there. I apologized, by observing 
that there was no court residing there when I 
was at it. 

The queen is a vastly agreeable and affable 
lady, very dumpy and very plain ; or, to speak 
in still more vulgar parlance, she put me rather 
in mind of a winter’s day, short and dirty. But 
to make up for this, she had a very handsome 
and agreeable chamberlain who seemed very 
well content with the post be held near his royal 
mistress. This gentleman entertained us with 
the hurry-scurry and confusion created in the 
beginning of this year, (19th January,) when his 
Neapolitan majesty thought fit to visit the im- 
perial city, attended by twenty thousand men, 
forcing the French garrison to retire into the 
Castle of St. Angelo. This irruption was caused 
in consequence of a treaty Murat had entered 
into with the allies. Thus, the second city of 
Napoleon’s empire was wrested from him by 
friends, not foes. Her majesty emphatically 
observed, (in allusion to the misfortunes of her 
family, and Napoleon's treatment of them,) “ Che 
tradisce devo essere tradito.”* 

* He who betrays ought in return to be betrayed. 
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• Her majesty’s chamberlain went on to say, 
that on the retreat from Russia, when Napoleon 
had left Murat in command of the army, he 
showed the cloven foot of ingratitude, by saying 
to the assembled marshals, “ that it was no 
longer possible to serve such a madman;” on 
which Davoust reminded him that he was not a 
king by the grace of God, as his compeers were, 
but by the grace of Napoleon and the blood of^ 
Frenchmen. 

And now, in my infinite generosity, and con- 
sidering I shall spare you all further account of 
the “ lions” of 'Rome, for the simple reason that 
you will find them all duly detailed and deli- 
neated in the guide books of the day, and pro- 
bably in more available terms, and more “ applet 
pie order,” than my patience and industry will 
allow of employing, — all I shall tell you further 
about the imperial city, will be one or two of 
those personal anecdotes and incidents which 
served to enliven my somewhat monotonous pil- 
grimage in search of “ sights.” 

October the 5th being a kind of dies non, as far 
as sight-seeing was concerned, I was amusing my- 
self making purchases of pictures, pearls, mosaic 
work, cameo necklaces, and a variety of other 
little gifts for absent friends, when, whilst loung- 
ing from one shop to another, I espied my friend 
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the Gobbo, who, rushing up, began, “ Signore , 
una cosa rara — una cosa particolare , &c., which he 
thus proceeded to explain — that he knew a 
young Roman of great beauty — that he did not 
imagine for a moment the signore had any 
chance, farther than of beholding her exces- 
sive loveliness, and that I must make the excuse 
of wishing to look at apartments her mother had 
to let. Wishing to see what would come of 
the adventure, I went with him, and found the 
mother from home, and the young lady certainly 
very interesting looking, and very handsome. 
The Gobbo began by stating, that il Colonnello (for 
he had given me brevet rank) wanted to see the 
rooms her mamma had to let, as, although I was 
about to proceed to Naples, that on my return I 
meant to make a long sojourn at Rome, and that 
I was anxious to secure a comfortable lodging. 
She replied with much sprightliness, that she 
and her mother were also going to Naples to 
visit her sister, who was the prima cantatrice at 
the theatre of St. Carlino. We had a long and 
agreeable chat, and she pressed me to go with 
them. She added, that they intended setting off 
in two days with a vetturino, and that she knew 
there was one place vacant. This was a stag- 
gerer ; for my stay at Rome was drawing to a 
close, and la bella Carolina was almost irresisti- 
ble. 
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At this period of the conversation mamma en- 
tered, and I was again well received, and pressed 
to accompany them. They told me that one of 
the party who had places already secured was a 
German officer. I declared I did not like this 
arrangement, and declined being of the party, as 
I might be one de trap if the young lady’s heart 
was in the keeping of the German ; at the same 
time I hinted, that mine would be in danger by 
travelling with so much loveliness. The young 
lady promptly responded, that the German had 
not made the slightest impression on her, and 
with great naivete she again pressed me to ac- 
company them. 

Oct. 28 . — At length, the day of reckoning 
being arrived, our bills were paid at the Hotel 
de l’Europe, and I took leave, and saw off my 
travelling companion and friend Colonel D., who 
started with the courier for Florence on his way 
to Paris, leaving me alone. 

In the morning I was in treaty with a vettu- 
rino, who offered to take me to Naples, drive me 
about there to see what was to be seen, and bring 
me back here, for sixty dollars. In the evening 
another son of the whip presented himself, and 
said such a sum was preposterous ; that he would 
carry me and my domestic like gentlemen for 
three Louis— that it would cost me a trifle to 
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view the curiosities of Naples, and that I could 
return to Home for a like sum. In the mean 
time, billets-doux, messengers, and interviews 
had taken place between the mother of the fair 
Carolina and myself, as to our travelling together ; 
but as the mamma seemed anxious to make the 
affair a mercantile one, I declined it, especially 
as my proposal of taking them in my vehicle, (for I 
had projected to purchase one, was rejected ; the 
mother being (as she said) scrupulous as to appear- 
ances, and could not allow her dear Carolina to go 
with me, unless it was per sempre . The whole of 
this flirtation was laughable ; and the coquettish 
coyness of Carolina as amusing as it was instruct 
tive. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

A trip to Naples — Leave-taking — A wild Irishman — Albano — 
Vetturini— La Bella Carolina— Confidence in theEnglish — Peter 
Linnet— A stoppage — Montefiascone — Italian Sbirri — The 
Appian Way— Alba Longa— Beautiful spot— Village festival— 
* Italian peasants— Ilia minations — The Pope’s palace — How to 
get on — Lake Nemi — Velletri — A rencontre — Birthplace of 
Augustus — A table d’hote supper — A flirtation — Hobanobbing — 
The adventures of a night — The denouement— The Appian 
Way — St. Paul — Terracina — The English Consul and the 
Gorconalore — The ladies again — A barufia— A modest request — 
A contretemps— The insolence of office — Return to Terracina — 
Moladi Gaeta — Cicero's villa — Ischia — Garigliano — Minturao — 
Susa — Capua — The Campo Mazio — King Joachim — Arrival at 
Naples. 

Oct. 9th. — Notwithstanding that the political 
position of Naples with respect to England was 
at this moment very nicely balanced, it did not 
strike me that my journey to that city as an 
humble individual could disturb the equili- 
brium, or that my kicking my heels for a few days 
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in that southern capital could make the balance 
kick the beam. I therefore this morning got my 
passport made out for that place ; and as in duty 
bound, took leave of Mr. D— 1, our consul, 
and of the agreeable Abbe Taylor, whose nephew 
Mr. C , a young, raw, wild Irishman, I per- 

suaded to dine with me, to assist in assuaging my 
sorrow for the loss I had so recenty sustained, in 
the absence of my talented, intelligent, and ami- 
able companion the colonel ; Mr. C exacting 

the especial promise from me, that I should have 
plenty of fish for him ; as this was, for all good 
Catholics, giomo magro , and that he would not 
for the’ world taste flesh. He had no objection to 
a glass of champagne, and when the wine was in, 
the wits being out, he commenced bragging, that 
not a princess, duchess, or marchioness in Rome, 
had been able to withstand his personal attractions 
and seductive arts ; yet was this amusing braggart 
about as ugly a colt as ever 1 happened to cast 
my eyes on ; and, moreover, as like his abbe uncle 
as two shillings of the same coinage. I after- 
wards accompanied this youth to the grand con- 
versatione, where he galloped about, distributing 
sweetmeats to the ladies, and pretending to be very 
intimate with many of them, and placing his ugly 
physiognomy close to their fair ears, to whisper soft 
nonsense therein. He tried to persuade me to 
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accompany him to Albano the next morning, 
(being Sunday,) where there is to be a grand festa, 
and near to which, his holiness is at present in 
villeggiatura. To get rid of his importunities I 
declined going with him, but promised, if possi-* 
ble, to meet him there. 

Oct. 10th. — I was enjoying my slumbers after 
the late hour to which Mr. C. had kept me up at 
the grand caff<£, looking at ladies, listening to 
his intrigues, smoking cigars, and drinking punch 
a la Romaine, when the vetturino rushed into my 
room just as the day dawned, to tell me the place 
in his carriage had been taken last night, and 
that it was already on the road to Velletri, carry- 
ing with it la bella Carolina and her mother, 
who had sent him to say, that I must instantly 
follow, bongre, malgre; and this amiable coach 
proprietor having shipped off one cargo, and 
seeing I was anxious to follow, proposed now to 
carry me to Naples in a one-horse machine, for 
five guineas , having previously proposed to do the 
same for three. My sixty dollar friend came also, 
to inform me, that he had stipulated for thirty 
sequins, which was sixty-six dollars ; and that I 
must, in addition, give buona mano (drink-money) 
to the driver. In short, all were determined to 
impose on me, and as I was resolved not to be 
imposed on, (if I could help it,) I dispatched 
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Giuseppe to look for, and bring to me, my Catho- 
lic friend, Mr. C s ; but he returned to say, 

that my last night’s friend had already started for 
Albano. 

As my anxiety to depart increased, every coach- 
hirer increased his demands. After breakfasting, 
I sallied forth nothing daunted, and was con- 
ducted to a carriage manufacturer’s, whose store I 
had repeatedly passed. I fixed on a light-look- 
ing caliche, which had a box in front, a place for 
luggage behind, and which also opened in front, 
and would hold two inside. It was exactly the 
kind of vehicle Sterne describes in his Sentimen- 
tal Journey ; and, as I was at the moment full of 
sentiment, and bent on the pursuit of the fair 
fugitives, I struck a bargain on the instant. But 
being Sunday, and moreover not having any 
money at my disposal, (for the banks were shut,) 
I religiously stuck to my creed of not paying 
away money on a Sunday, except in cases of ne- 
cessity, and therefore bought the vehicle, and 
promised to pay for it on my return to Borne ; and 
such was the respect and confidence in my coun- 
trymen, that the poor man jumped at the pro- 
posal. 

Post-horses were instantly ordered, my three 
days’ bill paid, and my poor friend Giuseppe (to 
whom I had got much attached, and who had 
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made me half an antiquarian) pleaded hard to 
be permitted to accompany me as far as Albano » 
telling me that many reliques were to be viewed 
on the road, and, besides, that it was a holiday, 
and all the world was at Albano, and he could 
easily return. 

His suit was granted, his long figure coiled up 
l n my little caleche, and the landlord and waiters 
were making their congees to mi lordi Inglesi; 
and Peter Linnet (who had given me little trou- 
ble during our sojourn at Rome) had his hand on 
the coach-box, and one foot on the step,— after hav- 
ing gone through the ceremony of shaking hands 
with every one, especially with the female part of 
the family, — when, to my no small surprise and 
dismay, in rushed two sbirri , or thief-takers, and 
laid hands on my lacquey. 

An explanation was demanded and granted, 
when a long account was presented from a neigh- 
bouring public-house, where Signor Pietro had 
sacrificed to Bacchus, daily and nightly, to the 
tune of fifty- two^ascos, or, as my perturbed ima- 
gination immediately translated it, flaggons, of 
the celebrated wine of Montejiascone , a flaggon, 
as everybody knows, being two quarts. Mine host 
of the pot-house, (which was called the Croce 
di Malta) who accompanied the two policemeft* 
informed me, that this was not the full extent of 
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il Signore Pietro’s libations, but merely what he 
had left unpaid. 

As I thought of the former celebrity of this 
juice of the Muscadel grape, (by means of which, 
a German baron had drank himself to death,) I 
sincerely wished such a fate had befallen my 
vautrien — particularly when I recollected I had 
barely cash sufficient to achieve my journey. I 
had naturally dreaded to behold the sum total of 
this long bill, which I must either discharge, or 
leave Signor Pietro in pawn. I first resolved 
on the latter expedient, and on taking with me 
Giuseppe instead ; but the rueful looks of Mr. 
Linnet were such as to subdue me ; whilst 
something whispered to me, mind what you are 
about : Peter Linnet, toper though he be. is a 
British soldier, belonging to the royal regiment 
of artillery. On further inquiry, however, I found 
that the “ fiascos” in question only cost three sous 
each, and that the whole lot amounted only to the 
sum of eight francs and a-half ; which I instantly 
paid, with a frank to each of the sbirri Romani, 
who willingly released their hold of the prisoner, 
and we were off like a flash of lightning. 

The road to Albano was good, and, as my fellow- 
traveller informed me, was the Appian Way. The 
contour of the Campania was undulating and 
pretty, but until the aforenamed place, it had the 
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appearance of a barren waste, and totally uncul- 
tivated. We passed many ancient ruins ; sepul- 
chral monuments, and other mementos of by- 
gone days, and an old Roman aqueduct kept us 
company almost the whole way. It formerly 
served to conduct water to the city, from the 
mountains of Albano. 

The rattling and jolting created by the hurry 
of our post-boy to gain the reward I had pro- 
mised him if he drove d briglia sciolta , prevented 
my profiting much by the information I could 
perceive was intended to be conveyed to me, by 
my pent-up neighbour Giuseppe, the thin lantern 
jaws of whose weather-beaten but animated phiz 
were in constant motion, whilst from time to time 
he poked his nose and finger out of the open 
window of our tiny vehicle, which seemed to fly 
along the Appian Way, and speedily brought us 
to Albano, notwithstandiug the hilliness of the 
latter part of the road. 

Poor Giuseppe, whose separation from me 
was now drawing near, told me that this town 
was anciently called Alba Longa, and that it had 
been a duchy, appertaining to the family of 
Savelli, until purchased for the church by 
Clement the Eighth in 1597, and that the outlet to 
its beautiful lake, which we were about to visit, 
had a canal to carry off its superfluous waters, 
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which had been constructed nearly four hundred 
years before the birth of Christ. 

The air of this place is reckoned most salu- 
brious, and its situation is picturesque and beau- 
tiful in the extreme. It is very high, finely 
wooded, and commands a most interesting view 
of Borne and the surrounding campania, with 
here and there a glimpse of the majestic Tiber 
meandering along ; and you can, from some of 
the high ground that surrounds this sweet spot, 
see its junction with old ocean. No wonder this 
was the place fixed on for recreation and plea- 
sure by the ancient Bomans. Close to the outlet 
of the lake we found the pretty little town of 
Castle Gondolfo, in the immediate neighbourhood 
of which his holiness the pope was enjoying the 
fresh air, fine scenery, and the festivities of the 
season. During this month every Italian who is 
a proprietaire, hastens to his terra, to enjoy the 
country, and superintend the village f6tes. 

Autumn’s tints, a beautiful sunshine, and a clear 
sky, made nature appear to have put on her holi- 
day-suit for the occasion. Everything and every 
body were in their gayest attire ; the pretty peasants 
had wings attached to each shoulder, which made 
them look like angels, with large and long old- 
fashioned stomachers, braided hair, large ear- 
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rings, and other ornaments. We met many of 
them mounted on donkeys and riding astride up 
the avenue that leads to the village, which on 
entering we found festooned with flowers* and 
with several triumphal arches hung over with 
variegated lamps, td be ready for the great illu- 
mination which was to take place in the evening, 
in honour of the head of the church, — this being 
the third and last day of the festa. 

We now came within sight of the pontifical 
palace and the Lake of Alba. Nothing can be 
pleasanter than this sweet sequestered retreat, 
situated on the border of this pretty basin, the 
brim of which is covered with beautiful trees, 
olives, and evergreens, with here and there a 
convent to break the monotony. 

On our return, I fell in with my Irish Catholic 
friend of the previous evening, Mr. C., who 
pressed me hard to remain, promising me a good 
dinner, an excellent bottle of wine, and an Italian 
princess. But I was proof against all these tempta- 
tions, and taking leave of him, and a most affection- 
ate one of old Giuseppe, I jumped into my carriage, 
and was whirled off with as good horses and as 
gallant a post-boy as ever I sat behind. No doubt 
a secret communication had been made by the 
last, of the generous manner in which I rewarded 
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speed. Freemasons’ signs are always passed 
along a road, so I advise all travellers to give a 
good notion* of themselves at starting. 

He rattled me in no time to Gensano, a neat 
looking village appertaining to the Prince Caesa- 
rivini, from whence we made, at my request, a 
little detour which brought me to the Lake Nemi, 
which is larger than Lake Alba, with the pretty 
village of Nemi on one side of it. Monte Cave 
forms one side of this beautiful, romantic, and pic- 
turesque spot, from whose summit you have a fine 
view of both these inland waters. 

A little on the right of our road I pulled up for 
an instant, to look at the remains of an ancient 
town now called Civita-Vigna. It occupies a flat, 
on the summit of a mountain, and would make a 
splendid military position. 

As I drove into Velletri, who should be the first 
object I cast my astonished eyes on, but the 
beautiful Carolina,, gracefully leaning on the arm 
of a huge mustachioed, belted, and sworded 
German officer, with the mother tripping in the 
rear, supported by a young Italian, also in uni- 
form. La bella Carolina’s eye caught mine as I 
whisked past them. She dropped the arm of the 
German, as if it had been a hot potatoe. Both 
mother and daughter bent their steps towards the 
inn, in front of which 1 was surrounded and 
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gazed on, the moment it was discovered I was an 
Inglese. 

A council of war was now held, at which it was 
the interest of the innkeeper to assist, and one 
and all protested against my proposal of going 
on, alleging the length and dreariness of the road 
to Terracina, (being six posts,) and that there was 
no accommodation for travellers, either at Terre 
de tre Ponti or at Bocca di Fiume, two of the 
post stations between this and the aforenamed 
place; and moreover, that the Pontine Marshes 
were at this season' full of malaria, and that tra- 
vellers were more susceptible of its foul effects 
during the night than the day ; and that over and 
above all these, the roads were infested with 
brigands ! A gentle pressure of the delicately 
small hand, and an imploring and affectionate 
look from the fair Carolina, decided the busi- 
ness; and whilst my dinner and the other travel- 
lers’ supper were preparing, I took a stroll 
through this large, populous, and healthily situ- 
ated town, which commands a most extensive 
view of the Pontine Marshes, with the Mediter- 
ranean Sea, and the islands of St. Felice and 
Ponza, in the distance. 

Need^I remind ypu that Velletri is the birth- 
place of Augustus ? Suetonius relates, that pre- 
vious to this event, their walls were struck by a 
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thunderbolt, and that on the Velletrians consult- 
ing their augurs, the answer was, that it fore- 
told they would one day give a master to the 
world. I had no Cicerone to point out the house 
Augustus was born in, although I bore in mind 
that many prodigies pronounced the future re- 
nown of Augustus, and that while Catiline’s 
conspiracy was being discussed in the senate, the 
father of the future emperor arrived, rather late, 
and offered as an excuse, that his wife had just 
been delivered of a son ; when one of the sena- 
nators, a learned man, and political friend of 
Cicero’s, after reflecting a moment, exclaimed, 
“ Octavius, your wife has this day given birth to 
the future master of the universe.” 

On returning to the albergo, I found that my 
dinner was served at the same table with the 
table d’hote supper provided for the vetturino 
and his cargo; the general custom throughout 
Italy being not merely to transport you to the 
end of your journey, but to feed you by the way ; 
and for which purpose, the most economical 
mode is naturally resorted to, the jolting through 
an entire day promoting digestion, and preparing 
you with the appetite of a rhinoceros, so that at 
night you are ready to put up with anything you 
can get. 

I found that the party consisted of the fair 
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Carolina and her mother, the German and Nea- 
politan officers, and two others who had made the 
six insides in this perambulating menagerie. At 
the moment I entered, I found mine host entreat- 
ing Mr. Linnet to seat himself at the festive 
board ; but a look from him to me, and mine in 
reply, settled the point in a direction opposite to 
Pietro’s evident inclination. The vetturino un- 
dertook to do the honours, and served out some 
of the most execrable soup maigre I ever tasted ; 
it consisted of slices of bread in hot water, with a 
little butter and olive oil in it. The only 
thing that made it palatable was quantities of 
scraped Parmesan cheese, which is handed round 
with soup at all dinner-tables in this country. The 
remainder of the dinner consisted of a huge dish 
of macaroni, also garnished and covered with 
scraped cheese; alarge musk melon, with slices of 
sallami, or sausages , which seemed to be greedily 
devoured ; these were followed by kid chops and 
stewed prunes. 

The fair Carolina was placed with me on one 
side of her, and the Neapolitan officer on the 
other, whilst her mother had secured for herself 
a personage I took for a priest ; on the left and 
on her right, sat the disappointed looking German 
captain, who, when he could spare time from the 
serious business of mastication, threw most 
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alarmingly amatory glances across the table, to 
the inattentive and unresponding Carolina, who 
had most adroitly contrived, after a little nudging 
and coquetting, and gently touching my toe, to 
place her mignon fcot right on the top of mine, 
where she kept it during the whole time we were 
at table ; and every time she received an amorous 
glance from her mustachoed vis-a-vis, or a soft 
or tender speech from her next neighbour the 
Neapolitan, I was restrained from being jealous 
of the same, by a most expressive and consoling 
foot-squeeze ! 

To wash down the feast, every one had a bottle 
of ordinary wine, (very,) placed at their elbow ; 
I, however, ordered a bottle of Madeira, of which 
the young lady next me and her mother con- 
descended to partake, to which I subsequently 
added champagne for all the party ; in addition 
to which, the thirsty German managed to discuss 
two bottles of Velletri wine. One bottle of cham- 
pagne led to another, and the German captain 
very nearly tumbled into the empty soup-bowl, 
as he stretched across the table to perform 
the operation of hob-a-nobbing with the only 
half-inclined Carolina. He afterwards confided to 
me that he came from the Rhingau, and that he had 
once served Napoleon, and been made prisoner and 
sent to England ; and he proceeded to relate his 
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manifold sufferings on board the prison-ship, which 
seems to be a sore subject, and a great grievance 
against the English government. This conver- 
sation was held in English, with which he amused 
me much, by raizing up the genders in the 
most unlucky way. I was, in particular, much 
tickled by his confidentially telling me, speaking 
of “ Miss Carolina,” that *• he is a dam fine 
woman.” 

Dessert now appeared, consisting of grapes : 
roasted chestnuts, and cheese, 1 calling for more 
champagne, and in my generosity, insisting on the 
vetturino and his two unknown guests also par- 
taking. The joint effects of the champagne, Ma- 
deira and Velletri wines on the whole of our well- 
pleased party made it advisable that I should 
abstain from all further particulars of what passed 
on this festive occasion, beyond the fact, that 
shortly after retiring to my room, and pulling out 
my journal, with the view of recording the day’s 
* adventures,” I was aroused by a gentle tap at 
my door, and invited by the ladies to come to 
their room and take coffee; the matron, with 
an insinuating and graceful preamble, borrowing 
ten francs from me ! 

Oct. 10th. — I left Velletri at eleven, a.m., and 
arrived at Terracina, ten minutes past four — thus 
accomplishing six Italian posts, or thirty miles, in 
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little better than five hours, including the time 
taken up in changing horses and seeing sights. 
Before I was half way, I had overtaken the vet- 
turino, with bis precious cargo, although they 
had commenced their journey two hours before 
day light. 

After descending into the plain from the high 
ground Velletri stands on, into the Pontini 
Paludi , our first stage was Cisterna, which place 
is supposed to be that St. Paul makes mention 
of in the Acts as the Tre Tavern^ or Three 
Taverns. I should rather say, that the next 
station, Torre de tre Ponti was the one alluded to 9 
for there the famous Appian Way really com- 
mences. 

Pope Pius the Sixth, renovated, restored, and 
beautified this celebrated road, on each side of 
which shady trees have sprung up, to shield the 
passes of the Pontine Marshes from the ardent 
gaze of old Sol. This splendid piece of work- 
manship is carried over the swamps into Terra- 
cina, a distance of twenty-five miles, and its 
scenic beauty is increased by a river running by 
its side, which I take to be a canal cut to drain 
and dry up this enormous and unwholesome marsh. 

The Appian Way still continues through the 
principal street of this miserable looking town, 
whieh.is the frontier one between the papal state 
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and the Neapolitan territory. It is situated neai* 
the sea, on the summit of a hill, and the pope 
here maintains a small garrison in a fortress, 
called the Rocca de St. Angelo. As the Hotel de 
Poste, (my halting place,) was below, whilst din- 
ner was preparing I walked up to view % this very 
ancient town, once renowned as one of those apper- 
taining to the Volsci, and called by them Anxurus, 
as it also is by Virgil. Here, an antiquarian I fore- 
gathered with, as I scrambled up the hill, took me 
to its modern cathedral, and pointed out to me the 
fine marble columns of an ancient temple. He next 
led me to the remains of the palace of Theodoric, 
which you approach by a continuation of the 
Appian Way, and to the left of the city, and 
nearer to the sea, he pointed out to me the Temple 
of Jupiter Anxur. 

The proceedings of the previous evening hav- 
ing aggravated to a very inconvenient degree 
the consumptive condition of my purse, I strolled 
to the upper town, found out the English consul, 
and persuaded him to cash me a bill on my 
Roman banker. I then accompanied him to the 
house of the governatore , who was one of the 
most communicative and jolly priests I have met 
with. He gave us a cup of excellent chocolate and 
an excellent bottle of lacrymm Christi. We talked 
a great deal of politics, and I put many queries 
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to him as to the state of Naples, and the dura- 
bility of Murat’s throne ; thinking I could not do 
less, considering my project of entering the 
dominions of King Joachim on the morrow. But 
both the consul and governor seemed perfectly 
ignorant on this important topic ; and with many 
shrugs of the shoulders and otfier significant 
gestures for which the Italians are famous, said, 
“ It all depends on the congress at Vienna, to 
whom at this moment the eyes of the world are 
turned !” 

On my return to the hotel, I found the party 
from Velletri had arrived; the Neapolitan with 
his arm in a sling, I suppose from the sabre of 
the German captain, who I found had quitted the 
party before arriving at the inn, his intention 
being to take shipping at this port, for tbe’pur- 
pose of visiting some relatives who were settled 
in Sicily, and he was afraid to trust his precious 
person in the dominions of Murat. The waiter 
had already informed me, that there had been a 
frightful baruffa , (vulgo a row,) and that blood 
had been shed. This was also confirmed by the 
ladieSj who seemed delighted to see me, and over- 
powered me with caresses, which finished by the 
mother again saying, " Si vos signoria mifavorisce 
con died liri di pui io vi paghero sicuramente d 
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Napoli” With which modest request I of 
course complied. 

Oct. 11th. — I was again awakened this morn- 
ing by a gentle rap at my chamber-door, when, in 
the true Pyramus and Thisbe style, through the 
chink of the door, or, through the keyhole, the 
dulcet sound of the fair Carolina’s voice attracted 
my attention, and listening, I heard these flatter- 
ing words : ^ 

" Idol mio, quest’ alma amante 
“ Sempre fida a te sara.” 

I am too modest to translate this, so my country- 
cousins, who know not the lingua dolce , must for 
this time remain in ignorance. Suffice it, that I 
determined on escaping the web of witchery I saw 
weaving around me $ I therefore rose, dressed, and 
started precisely at six. 

The morning was cold and foggy, so that after 
jogging and jolting over a very bad, bleak, and 
barren road for twelve miles, with the almost 
certain prospect of being either plundered, or 
popped at by the numerous banditti at this time 
frequenting it, arrived safely at the frontier town 
of Fondi, a most wretched-looking on§, but 
placed in a fine situation. 

While sitting in my carriage, lustily bawling 
for fresh horses, a Neapolitan gens d’armes ap- 
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proached and demanded my passport, which I 
instantly handed to him. He shortly after re- 
turned, and said that the commandant wished to 
see me and my domestic. We were accordingly 
conducted up a narrow lane, the gens-d’arme 
leading, with me at his heels, and Signor Pietro 
bringing up the rear, with a countenance as rueful 
as if he had been going to be led into the presence 
of the Inquisition, with an “ auto da ft" staring him 
in the face. We were speedily ushered into the 
presence of as insolent a Jack-in-office as I ever 
encountered. After scanning over the passport, 
and eyeing Peter and myself, he informed us, that 
the same was not en regie , and that we must in- 
stantly return. 

I ventured to put the perche and the come> when 
he condescended to inform me, that my passport 
was not vise by the Neapolitan consul at Rome, 
and that back I must go. At this period of the 
conversation, a higher Jack-in-office entered, who 
repeated the same thing. I informed them both 
that I had applied to the representative of his 
Britannic majesty at Rome, who had seen my 
previous passport, signed by Lord William Ben- 
tinck, and which I now laid before them. I also 
produced my letters for that city ; said I was a 
British officer belonging to the English army in 
Italy, and that their refusal to let me pass was 
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tantamount to declaring that war existed between 
the two nations ! But a shrug of the shoulders, 
a non £ buona , and a declaration that the signor 
must return to Rome, was all I could get from 
them. I then defied them at their peril to turn 
me back, and swore their conduct should be, re- 
ported to their king. On which, retiring for a 
few minutes together, the superior came forth, and 
said, if the Neapolitan consul at Terracina would 
sign my passport, he would let me proceed. So, 
weary and hungry as I was, I was fain to retrace 
my steps to Terracina, where, after infinite diffi- 
culty, much humming and hawing on his part, and 
not a little bullying and cajolery on mine, he did 
the needful; I returned to Fondi, and was allowed 
to proceed. 

The road was bleak, dreary, mountainous, and 
murderous-looking, and for its protection we met 
patroles the whole way along ; I was also forced 
to take an additional horse. We came to a strong 
mountain pass, with an old fort in its centre, pre- 
vious to arriving at Itri, where we changed horses, 
and I was put in trepidation by my passports 
being again asked for, but no harm came of it, and 
we reached Mola di Gaeta, with ample day-light 
to enjoy its beauties. 

On the right of the Appian Way, which still 
continued, we saw a tower called the Tomb of 
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Cicero, and between Mola and the town of Gaeta, 
for they are distinct villages, although commonly 
blended by name, you behold the ruins of Cicero’s' 
country-house, near to which he was assassin 
nated. 

The town of Gaeta is situated on a peninsula, 
over which there is a high conical mountain, com- 
pletely fortified for its protection, and which is a 
little Gibraltar on the land side, or might be 
made so. Its harbour, at the mouth of the gulph 
of the same name, is defended by a fort on each 
side, and is well-sheltered by the promontory 
which defends it both on the land and sea side. 

Gaeta, Oct. 12th. 

I was up by times, and saw old Sol peep from 
his eastern bed ; gilding the gulph of Gaeta with 
his rays, and throwing his beams over the beauti- 
ful island of Ischia. We took possession of this 
island in 1810, and I think Sir John Stuart’s idea 
was admirable, either by a coup de main to take 
Gaeta, or at all events to keep the whole coast in 
constant alarm ; for the imposing attitude and con- 
venient distance we were at, made Naples equally 
assailable. 

My first stage this morning was to Garigliano, 
formerly called Lirris. I stopped a short time 
to view the ruins of the city of Minturno, and 
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strolled amongst them. Remains of an ancient 
theatre, with many broken columns and cornices, 
were scattered around, and there were the appear- 
ances of recent excavations ; one of the fruits of 
which I stumbled on in the shape of a Roman 
lady lying at some distance from her head. 

I again betook myself to my snug little vehicle, 
and crossed the Garigliano, a fine stream, the 
road winding along its banks for a considerable 
distance. Arrived at 6t. Agatha to breakfast, and 
whilst it was preparing, I paid a visit to the town 
of Susa. 

The entrance to Susa, in this direction, is by 
a lately constructed and very handsome bridge 
thrown across a very deep ravine. The whole of 
the surrounding country is picturesque and beau- 
tiful. 

After passing the ruins of ancient Capua (so 
filmed in story, and where Hannibal collected so 
many bushels of rings,) the whole line of road 
became luxuriant and fertile, and the numerous 
peasantry, the stir and bustle of carioles . and 
carts, &c., betoken the approach to the capital. 
Before entering Naples, I ordered the posti- 
lion to halt, dismounted, and strode across the 
Campo Marzio, a wide and splendid plain, where 
King Joachim was reviewing about fifteen thou- 
sand men. There was also a considerable en- 
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campment ; the whole wearing the appearance of 
great activity and military bustle. This soene be- 
tokened the intention of his majesty to be pre- 
pared for war, the surest way of preserving peace, 
and enabling him to make the best terms for 
himself with the Vienna congress. 

On driving from the field of Mars, I passed 
King Joachim’s equipage, ready to convey him 
back to Portici, where the court then were. 
The carriages were rich and handsome, the horses 
magnificent and thorough bred, the postilions 
and outriders in scarlet and gold. 

The Villa Reale, at which I first alighted, was 
full, and I was glad after dinner to get into the 
Quatro Nazione. I am now in the land of love ; 
on the instep of the boot the Italian peninsula 
forms, as detached from the rest of the continent ; 
and as the said instep is not far from the toe, 
which toe is the most southernmost point of Europe, 
and consequently the spot where bright Phoebus 
has the most influence on our moral and physical 
frames, I first, as in duty bound, repeated a line 
from Dante: 

w Amor, chVnull* amato amor perdona, 

“ Mi prese.” 

I then thought of la bella Carolina ; and as I 
could not behold her, the next best thing seemed to 
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be to go to the theatre of San Carlino, and hear 
her singing sister. The opera was Cimarosa’s Ma- 
trimonio Segreto, and the fair songstress, when I 
entered, was warbling in the admired duet, “ lo ti 
lascio , amato bene ” which reminds me that it is 
time I left off adding to the length of this uncon- 
scionable chapter. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

Naples — The Bay — The Mole— Pausilippo — Pandemonium — San 
Carlo — The Neapolitans — The Lazxaroni — The streets — The 
Museo del Re — Anecdote of French delicacy — Tomb of Virgil 
— Madame Colbron — Pompeii —Italian beggars — The Certosa — 
Murat — Political intrigue— Character of Murat — Royal review 
— Interview with Murat— Murat at Leipsic — Anecdotes — Lady 

0 and her daughters — The grotta del Cane— The Chiaja — 

Puzzuoli — The Sybil’s Grot — The Princess Pauline — Dining 
with a minister— Lionizing— Anecdotes of Murat and Napoleon. 

Naples, October 18th, 1814. 

Oh ! that I could dip my pen in Tasso's ink* 
stand, or rather, in his brain stand , that 1 might 
catch a little of the poet's fire and power, where- 
with to describe my first sensations on beholding 
the beautiful bay of Naples, crowded with lofty 
ships and tiny barks, with graceful feluccas ply- 
ing to and fro, and gently yielding to the balmy 


Digitized by Google 



258 


THE BAY OF NAPLES. 


zephyrs that were curling and refreshing its sur- 
face. 

This morning, (in consequence of a letter of in- 
troduction our consul at Rome had furnished me 
with,) I made an acquaintance with a Mr. 

H 11, an enthusiastic artist, and in the 

afternoon we hired a small boat, embarked 
therein, and rowed out to a sufficient distance to 
enable us to view Naples to advantage. The city 
is partly placed on the slope of a hill, with its 
suburbs, villas, and gardens, extending in glo- 
rious and gorgeous magnificence, from the palace 
of Portici in the east, to the Cape of Misenum in 
the west ; to which latter the sun was now bend- 
ing his course, towards the enchanting shores of 
Puzzuoli; thus showing off to advantage the 
richly-clad aides and smoking summit of Mount 
Vesuvius, who, folks say, seems in angry mood, 
and that an irruption is speedily to be looked 
for. 

We rowed to the Mole, whei;e vessels lie in se- 
curity, protected by a work called Castle Nuovo, 
which is mined, and has a covered way that com- 
municates with the palace of Portici, and on the 
other side of which is the arsenal, where lie 
the royal galleys. We hired a larger boat, and 
proceeded farther out, to get a better view of the 
bold coast of Calabria and Castel a Mare, get- 
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ting close to the island of Capri, which protects 
and commands the bay. What a pity we lost 
this port. Whilst we possessed it, we must have 
bearded Naples, being in its very teeth, and 
have kept the city in constant hot water. 

Mr. H — 11 being a painter by profession, di- 
rected our bark to all the most interesting spots. 
We now stretched towards the Cape of Pausi- 
lipo, and had a magnificent view of the charming 
Pozzuolian strand. As we rowed along this en- 
chanting coast, we saw the remains of many 
Roman villas, and the schools of Virgil. It is 
scarcely possible to look about, and breathe this 
balmy air, without turning poet. The tranquil 
and bright blue waters of the Mediterranean, 
only surpassed by the clearness, elasticity, and 
mildness of the atmosphere ; the verdant and 
beautiful islands of Ischia and Procida; the ma- 
jestic promontory of Misenum, with its ancient 
port and harbour; and the charming island of 
Nisidse; these are the chief features of the 
view, made doubly beautiful on the present occa- 
sion by the last rays of the sun, which, after they 
had ceased to illumine our nether world, still 
lingered, for a moment, as if to print a parting 
kiss on the top of old Vesuvius. 

On nearing the shore, on our return towards 
Naples, we had pointed out to us vast caves or 
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excavations in the rocks, where Ferdinand placed 
his flotilla, previous to his flight from Naples, 
and before the French took possession, and where 
he ordered the gun-boats that could not accom- 
pany him to Sicily to be burnt. The conflagra- 
tion must have exhibited a truly infernal appear- 
ance ; for the immense subterraneous locale has 
but a small entrance, and the fire, so pent up, has 
apparently vitrified, or, rather liquified the whole, 
and has left it with the semblance of lava. Some 
parts are entirely black, whilst others remain red, 
the natural colour of the stone ; — thus giving to 
these immense vaults (for there are several of 
them) the appearance of Pandemonium. 

We landed at the west end of the Chiaia, or 
quay, which is the great and fashionable resort, 
and place of residence of the high noblesse of 
the city ; and on our way to our inn, we passed 
through the Villa Reale gardens, where we stop- 
ped to admire the celebrated group of the The- 
ban Queen tied to the Bull’s horns. 

Mr. H — , who is a most agreeable companion, 
accompanied me to the Hotel del Sole, to take 
pot-luck with me. During the morning, 1 had 
hired a valet-de- place, and changed my quarters. 
My new abode seemed clean and comfortable, 
and was kept by an English woman, the widow 
of a Frenchman, Madam Grand-’orge, who had 
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not forgotten her good old English customs, for 
she made me pay two dollars a-night lor my 
bed. I shall have no lack of friends, I find; 
for, on my entrance to the San Carlino theatre, 
on the night of my arrival, the first person I 
stumbled on, was “ Monsieur 'Tonson come 
again in the form of my friend Marchetti, who 
turned my friend D — *s mind against Marietta, 
and his own appetite against our good dinners, 
champagne, &c., at Milan, Florence, and Rome. 
I promised to meet him this evening at the San 
Carlo. 

After Mr. H. had left me, who should pop 
in but Carolina, her mother, and her singing 
sister, all dressed in their finest attire. They 
remained some time ; a second edition of coffee 
was ordered, and washed down with a liqueur 
yfclepped perfetto amove ! 

The grandeur and magnificence of San Carlo 
cause it to stand unrivalled as a playhouse. The 
whole house is constructed, as it were, of bur* 
nished gold ; yet its light and airy appearance, 
and its elegant proportions, make it more like 
fairy-land than a place for mortals. It is, I think, 
not quite so large as La Scala at Milan, but is 
greatly superior to that theatre in all other re- 
spects. 

The first singer this evening was a beautiful Spa- 
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nish lady ; the opera, Agnese ; the ballet was good, 
the dancing exquisite. My itinerant friend, Mar- 
chetti, who proposes to accompany me to Pom- 
peii, seemed to have the history of the actors and 
actresses at his fingers’ ends; and he recorded 
some curious ahecdotes of the premiere danseuse 
and others, which I have really not time to re- 
count. 

October 14th. — Naples is a regular bee-hive : 
the perpetual noise, bustle, and buzzing, perfectly 
astounds and confounds one. The Greeks fabled 
Delos to be the middle of the earth ; because, 
when Jupiter let two eagles loose to fly to the 
world’s end, they met at Delos. Now, if his 
slumbering majesty would let two loose, to fly 
north and south* I feel sure they would meet at 
Naples. One might easily imagine that the whole 
world was here assembled, to discuss some mighty 
matter. The Neapolitans speak loud naturally ^ 
and the lazzaroni, amounting to nearly thirty 
thousand, having neither dwellings nor employ- 
ment, absolutely night and day live in the streets, 
and are either singing, bawling, or playing the 
noisy game of chi tocca . 

The whole population of Naples is between 
three and four hundred thousand : the quantity 
of priests, beggars, and nobility (many of them 
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beggars) beggars description. Some of the squares 
are handsome ; but the Strada Toledo is a splen- 
did one, haying at one end the market-place, at 
the other the royal palace. The streets are al- 
most all paved with lava, and the circumference 
of the city occupies a space of nine miles ; and it 
is said that, if you include the suburbs, the cir- 
cumference is just double. The city is surrounded 
by a wall, and has several towers and three large 
castles for its defence. The Castle Nuovo I have 
already mentioned. St. Elmo is in a fine lofty 
position ; the castle del* Ovo is on a level with 
the sea. The defences in a military point of 
view are very mediocre ; those on the sea-side 
were originally intended to guard the city from 
the sudden inroads of the Barbary States. The 
houses are generally high, and almost all have 
balconies, where the female inmates are constantly 
to be seen, at least on the shaded side of the 
streets. The roofs are, as in Sicily and Malta, 
flat, and have flowers, trees, and shrubs, in wood- 
en boxes to adorn them. The number of vehicles 
is surprising, and the poor, but proud noblesse, 
if they can only sport a carriage, and one or 
two (but the height of their ambition ip to have 
three or four) lazy fellows grasping it behind, in 
the shape of liveried lacqueys, with cocked hats 
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and canes, are themselves well content to feed at 
home on baccalau and maccaroni ? 

I started off with my servitore di piazza 
up the Strada Toledo, which certainly is a busy 
and a brilliant street, and soon found myself at 
the entrance of the Palazzo degli Studii, the 
Neapolitan university, or, as it is somtimes term- 
ed, the Museo del Re. I first visited the sculp- 
ture gallery, the arrangement of vthich is admira- 
ble. Here you have the whole collection once 
belonging to the Farnese palace at Rome, be- 
sides the choicest morsels of sculpture and of art 
found at Pompeii and Herculaneum. All the 
statues once appertaining to the last-named ill- 
fated city, were taken from its theatre, that being 
the only part yet uncovered. Farther excava- 
tions, it is said, would destroy the foundation of 
the palace of Portici, which is erected in the bed 
of lava that crushed and covered the devoted 
city. But this palace ought to be pulled down, 
and the entire world should enter into a sub- 
scription to redeem the treasures there hidden. 
If the remainder are all to be compared with 
those already discovered, the hands that modelled 
them must have been more than human. The atti- 
tude, the grace, the majesty of onefemale figure, is 
absolutely supernatural. The drapery of her dress 
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is perfect ; and one arm, although under it, ap- 
pears as if only hidden by a portion of the most 
beautiful and transparent gauze. The family of the 
consul Balbi is finely executed ; the mother and 
two daughters, with the father and son on horse- 
back. The father’s horse is the perfection of art. 
But how shall I describe my emotions on behold- 
ing the Aristides ? I stood entranced for at least 
ten minutes, and could almost swear I actually 
saw him move ! One arm is across his body, and 
folded in the cloak ; the other holds up his gar- 
ment. But the expression of the face ! In fact, 
if this is not the finest piece of ancient sculpture 
in the world, as the polite Frenchman replied to 
the Englishman who was apologizing for his bad 
French, “ Monsieur, if it is not quite perfect, il 
merite bien de Vetre .” Talking of Frenchmen, 
the custodiere, who showed me round the mu- 
seum, told me, that, not long since, a Frenchman 
visited the gallery in company with his wife, a 
very beautiful woman, whom he absolutely made 
to strip, and put herself in the posture of the 
Venus Callipyga, or, as my conductor called 
her, La Venus des belles f esses. My informant 
added, that the Frenchman’s wife could not hold 
a candle to her antique rival ! 

In the bronze room I almost went out of my 
wits at the sight of a superb horse — such symme- 
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try, such spirit, such life ! My cicerone added, 
that this noble animal belonged to a quadriga , (a 
war chariot,) and that the superintendent of the 
excavations during the period at which it was 
discovered, viz. when Charles the Third of Spain 
held sway, had 6ent the three other horses at- 
tached to it to the foundry, to be melted into can* 
non ! The Goth was immediately sent off to 
Spain ; but “ poetical justice 1 ’ would have dictated 
that he should have been sent off from the mouth 
of the cannon he had moulded. 

Amongst the bronze figures there is also the 
beautiful head of a horse, the remainder of which 
had been, by another Vandal (a bishop), cast into 
the form of a bell, to ornament the bfelfry of his 
church. This had been a colossal statue of the 
finest workmanship. I could not help wishing 
that this barbarian bishop had lived a thousand 
years, and been doomed to have this bell eternally 
ringing in his ears, to remind him of his sacrile- 
gious act. 

But 1 will not tantalize you any longer with 
details of what no mere words can adequately 
describe, and nothing but the eye itself can duly 
appreciate. 

In the afternoon I hired a one-horse vehicle, and 
drove along a new road made by King Joachim, 
which is by the sea-side, and leads to Pozzuoli. 
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This noble undertaking is not yet quite finished. 
When you get to the end of it, you have, on 
looking towards the city, the most enchanting 
view of Vesuvius and the bay; and on turning 
your eyes to the other side of this splendid pano- 
rama, you have Pozzuoli, Cape Misenum, Proci- 
da, Ischia, the Sulphur Lake, and a host of other 
interesting objects. 

On our return we went into a delightful gar- 
den, and paid a visit to the tomb x)f Virgil. It is 
in a heavenly spot, and completely roofed in. 
You see in the inside the niches where the ever- 
lasting fire was kept. I mounted on its vaulted 
roof, and beheld the stem of a laurel-tree, said to 
haye been planted by his own immortal hand. 
As I trod on his grave, I thought of the “ lick- 
ings” he had procured me in my boyish days ; 
notwithstanding which, I wrote my humble name 
as a tribute of admiration of his mighty genius. I 
had authority for so doing, for I perceived that 
several kings, and thousands of others, had done 
the same. 

In the evening I visited the Teatro Fioren- 
tino, where a charming opera was performed* 
The house is small, but extremely neat. The 
boxes were well filled, and some rather pretty 
well-dressed women occupied them ; amongst 
others, Madame Colbron, the first singer at St. 

n 2 
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Carlo, whom I have before made mention of. I 
took post in the lobby to see her pass. She had 
the graceful Spanish gait, walking from the hip- 
joint, instead of, as in other countries, from the 
knee. She bad a handsome face, coal-black hair 
and eyes ; the latter she sometimes showed, and 
sometimes shaded, by the artful way in which she 
wielded a large fan. 

On my road home, I was sadly annoyed by 
those pests of Italian cities, the male Pandars. 

October 15th. — Last night, M. Marchetti had 
introduced me to two of his friends ; a party had 
been arranged, and this morning early we started 
for Pompeii. The one was a young Englishman, 
a commander in the navy, very good-natured, and 
very sickly. The other was a Spaniard, of rather 
an extraordinary character, and the most pugna- 
cious politician I ever met with. He declared 
himself a great admirer of English policy, but 
with dogged pertinacity maintained that it was 
entirely owing to English intrigue that Ferdi- 
nand, on his return to Spain, did not accept the 
new constitution. He talked freely of Murat 
and his government, both of whom he holds in 
great contempt. He professed himself to be an 
animal in a state of nature, and consequently 
despising all the laws of society ! In short, he 
wished to please himself, but nobody else. He 
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was the most argumentative, disagreeable brute 
I ever met with ; and I rejoiced when our arrival 
at the resuscitated city of Pompeii stopped his 
tongue. # 

October 16th. — Intending to see the inhabit- 
ants and view the town at my pleasure, I mounted 
to Fort St. Elmo, which is in a most command- 
ing position for bridling any outbreak, and may 
be considered the citadel of Naples. On the 
summit of the same mountain on which this 
castle stands, is the Certosa convent ; from whose 
gardens and esplanade in front, there is a divine 
prospect of Naples, as well as of the bay and 
islands. This once rich and celebrated convent is 
now turned into a barrack, and inhabited by about 
five hundred invalids ; some of whom told me 
they had but a gratzer (a farthing) a day to 
spend, and which was barely sufficient to buy them 
tobacco : this was a prelude to begging. But I 
am in a country of beggars ; who, instead of buy- 
ing bread with an ill-bestowed biocco , (or half- 
penny,) run to the first water-carrier and get a 
glass of iced water, even at this season : for 
Naples is, like Malta, a regular hot-house. Some 

* The details which the author had recorded in his Journal re- 
specting Pompeii and Herculaneum, having been in a great mea- 
sure superseded by subsequent operations, he thinks it better to 
omit them, and pass on to other matters. 
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also informed me, that many of them died from 
the air being too keen and light at such a height. 
I suppose they meant their appetites were keen, 
and their food light : and that they were starved. 
St. Elmo, as a fortification, is nothing ; its position 
everything. 

In the evening I went to San Carlo, where I 
had a near and distinct view of the king, queen, 
and court. His majesty, I must say, when I first 
saw him, brought to my mind Moli&re’s play of 
the Medecin malgre lui ; for he looked for all the 
world like a fine athletic fellow, who had been 
picked up in the streets, had a fine coat put on 
his back, and been turned loose to act the gentle- 
man and the king. At all events, he fell very 
far short of what my imagination had pictured 
him, as the dashing dragoon so often talked of. 
His queen was graceful, pale, and slender. On 
his entry, everybody rose, and a feeble clapping 
of hands followed, which was again repeated when 
he left the house. The people about him were 
in very rich costumes, but he himself wore a 
dress much like the Windsor uniform. 

Before the ballet was half over, a young gen- 
tleman with a pleasing aspect, and a most gen- 
tleman-like manner, entered the box where I was, 

and said he had been sent by Lady O , who 

occupied one almost directly opposite, and close 
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to that of Murat — who wished me to be presented 
to her, and to dine with her on the following 
Tuesday. I started off, under escort of Mr. G., 
whose uncle I had known at Palermo, and hav- 
ing made my entrance into her ladyship’s box in 
due form, I was by her presented to her daugh- 
ters, and to rather a decayed-looking nobleman, 

Lord F k M , who appeared to be doing 

duty as cavaliere servente. We had a long con- 
versation about Murat and his fortunes ; and I 
soon discovered that the lady was a warm partisan 
and a great admirer of his. She then said, I 
really must go to court, which I respectfully de- 
clined, by hinting, that in his present position a 
formal introduction at his court would not be 
quite the thing for me, a British officer. She 
then told me there was to be a review to-morrow, 
and that I ought to be present. This was more 
in accordance with my humour, so I agreed ; 
being anxious as a soldier to see everything 
military. 

Lady O ’s liege lord has foolishly gone to 

England, to move the government in favour of 
her pet, Joachim ; carrying with him a carte 
blanche from the king, to be filled up in the shape 
of a commercial treaty with England, in the most 
favourable way for that power. This appears to 
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be the dernier resource of poor Murat, and I fear 
its failure. 

As I eyed Murat and his court this evening, I 
could not help feeling how difficult and deli- 
cate his position must be, looking at him as a 
brave, but wavering monarch, stimulated by his 
his own inclinations as well as by the ambition of 
his queen, who had no notion of putting off her 
royalty because her brother had been forced to 
do so. Both Murat and she tried every means 
to meet the coming catastrophe ; and I have a 
shrewd notion, from what I have this night seen 
and heard, that they want to make a tool of 
me. 

Whilst Murat held Ancona, he held out to 
Napoleon, that if he would guarantee to him all 
the Italian provinces south of the Po, he would 
advance and hoist the standard of Italian inde- 
pendence : and whilst doing this, he was coquet- 
ting with England and Austria, and representing 
his brother-in-law’s ambition as insatiable, and 
his infatuations past remedy ; only demanding 
Naples to be guaranteed to him, when he would 
join the coalition, and pass the Po with 30,000 
men. I believe, in addition to the overtures made 
to England, of which Lord O — — is the bearer, 
he has sent a similar sheet to the Congress, to be 
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filled up as they shall dictate ; the only proviso 
being, that he retains the crown of Naples. His 
majesty may discover when it is too late the truth 
of the old proverb about the two stools. 

October 1 7th. — -Last night’s adventure and 
rencontre were rather novel and exciting ; but 
they were nothing to be compared to what to- 
day has produced : the plot thickens. This 
morning, after breakfast, I was fixing with my 
new friend, Mr. G., to get^ a carriage and go to 
the review, when, who should appear but the 

family physician of Lady O , who, I presume, 

was bent on my appearance in the Champ de 
Mars ; and most likely, as it afterwards turned 
out, the plan had been arranged by his majesty 

and herself. Doctor R said, he had been 

sent by her ladyship to offer one of her riding 
horses. I at first declined, having made an en- 
gagement with young G. The doctor went off, 
and soon returned, saying, that her ladyship 
would also mount Mr. G. I could no longer 
decline, and forth we sallied, all three on horse- 
back ; the doctor being my second aid-de-camp. 

We bent our steps to the Champ de Mars, 
which I have already mentioned as lying outside 
the barrier by which I entered. Murat has been 
at great pains in forming and improving this fine 
piece of ground, now set apart for military evo- 
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lutions. We found his majesty, with a numerous 
staff, already on the ground, and himself ma- 
noeuvring four regiments of cavalry ; consisting 
of one regiment of cuirassiers, another of hussars, 
and two of light dragoons. At the period of our 
arrival » he was drilling them in very slow time, 
after which they stood at ease, the men dismount- 
ing, when his majesty rode off to the royal tent, 
whese he remained a few minutes, and then re- 
turned on a fresh charger. During this interval, 

I was introduced to a Colonel D’Arlincourt, com- 
manding the cuirassiers. He appears a pleasant 
intelligent fellow, and speaks English perfectly 
well. On the King’s return, I paid particular at- 
tention to the different formations, and rode in 
every direction ; his majesty contriving to show a 
front, wherever I happened to be. It irow oc- 
curred to me that I was observed by him ; and 
this conjecture was in a few minutes afterwards 
confirmed ; — I saw a general officer, all over stars 
and feathers, leave the king and gallop up to 
me. 

When he arrived, hat in hand, he addressed me 
in French, asking me if I either spoke French or , 
Italian? I replied: a little of both. He then 
said, his majesty had sent him to apologize for the 
manner in which the troops manoeuvred, as they 
were young soldiers, and seldom drilled together. 
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I was “ struck all of a heap,” and bungled out my 
approbation by two or three times repeating the 
word Superbe ! superbe ! and essayed to explain to 
him how highly flattered I was. He again 
galloped off, leaving me a greater man thaii I 
had ever before believed myself ; even my com- 
panions evidently began to feel more respect and 
awe in my presence, and appeared now to 
keep more kloof from me. I could not account 
for all this attention, unless as a preconcert- 
ed plan between my lady and Murat ; ’tis 
true, I had a frogged great-coat, and a pair of 
huge mustachioes, but nothing else military 
about me. 

On the General rejoining his master, the troops 
continued to manoeuvre with more precision, and 
with more celerity. I now anxiously observed 
the royal cortege, and thought I perceived an in- 
clination to edge down to where I was. As the 
court came nearer, my attaches kept a still more 
respectful distance from me, and I was left en- 
tirely alone in my glory. And now doubt turned 
to certainty ; for the King almost immediately 
afterwards rode up to me, followed by his whole 
suite, only leaving me time to stand uncovered, to 
receive the first shock of majesty. 

His first salutation, after taking off his own 
hat, was, “ Couvrez vous , Monsieur , couvrez vous” 
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He then commenced by making apologies that his 
troops were young troops, lately formed, and that 
he seldom had an opportunity of having them to- 
gether. I was now quite collected, and ready 
with my replies, and said in French, (the lan- 
guage in which be addressed me,) that I had 
been admiring their precision, and fine military 
appearance ; that I felt certain they must rapidly 
improve under his majesty, and that I considered 
this the most fortunate day of my life, in having 
seen cavalry manoeuvres under the most cele- 
brated cavalry general in Europe. Here was a 
home thrust, and he again touched his hat, and 
bowed very low. 

His majesty then said, “ You have been here 
but a very few days and hoped I was going to 
stay some time. He then asked me where I was 
quartered. On my replying, Genoa, he remarked 
that Lord William Bentinck was daily expected 
there. He then asked me what regiment I be- 
longed to, &c. During a short pause, I remarked 
what beautiful ground this was for exercising 
on. He told me that he had made it. He 
then turned round, ordered some fresh ma- 
noeuvres to be performed, and continued the con- 
versation. I observed that his hussars were very 
fine. This led to an harangue from him, about 
the time it required to form a cavalry soldier, but 
that foot ones could be made in a day. 
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I remarked, that the Neapolitan horses were 
well adapted for cavalry ; when he again began 
about the youngness of his horsemen, and the 
time required to perfect them in their various 
duties. I again alluded to his renown in that 
arm, and his majesty kept bowing and smiling. 
He then told me he had commanded forty thou- 
sand of them in the Russian campaign, and that 
he had them so much in hand that he could turn 
them round his finger. He again inquired the 
length of my stay, urged me not to hurry away, 
that he should be delighted to show me the whole 
of his army ; and hoping soon to have the plea- 
sure of seeing me again, he galloped off. 

King Joachim seems remarkably active, and a 
complete courtier, with a good-humoured smile on 
his broad and manly countenance. His figure is 
fine ; and he has large blue eyes, and immense 
whiskers and mustachioes. His dress was on 
this occasion a light blue frock-coat, with two 
silver epaulettes, a cocked-hat garnished with 
feathers, with an immense plume waving above 
all. HU long coal-black hair hung in ringlets 
over his fine broad athletic shoulders. 

Napoleon, although he used sometimes to ridi- 
cule Murat, had a great regard for him, and ap- 
preciated much his valour and his attributes as a 
cavalry general. This prince, notwithstanding 
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his theatrical propensities to borrow and deck 
himself in costumes from all countries and all 
periods, which appeared ill to accord with the 
dignity of a sovereign, was, nevertheless, the first 
cavalry officer in the French army. His prompt 
coup dcdl , his ability of judging of the position 
and force of the enemy, his daring and dash 
when necessary, his imperturbable coolness when 
surrounded with dangers, his warlike counte- 
nance, his strong and well-proportioned form, 
his noble and firm seat on his beautiful charger 
as he scampered off, left something very like an 
impression on my mind, that I had been holding 
converse with a kero, and I could easily fancy him, 
unappalled by danger, dashing fearlessly amidst 
his foes, and dealing death around him. 

The French army know Murat by the name of 
the Sabreur. I am told he performed prodigies 
of valour on the memorable day of Leipsic. 
Napoleon always listened with the greatest re- 
spect to his military opinions ; admired his ac- 
tivity, zeal, and the punctilious manner in which 
he carried his orders into execution ; and those 
who know him well, assert, that his good-humour, 
even in affairs the most serious, never forsakes 
him. 

I rode home iii company with the colonel of 
the cuirassiers, who gave me several anecdotes of 
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his majesty, and with whom I held a long mili* 
tary conversation. I also ventured to say, that the 
splendid pavilion, planted on the Champ de 
Mars, was an old friend of mine, and that I held 
pointed some cannon at it, when his majesty 
came with the intention of paying us a visit in 
Sicily. It was of such immense dimensions, that 
I could not possibly mistake .it. The colonel, 
who had accompanied his majesty when he came 
to invade Sicily, told me it was the same. This 
led to further conversation about the invasion* and 
I was curious to know why he had separated his 
force, and put ashore a part of his troops at Sca- 
letta. Colonel D. assured me* there was no serious 
intention of making good the disembarkation of 
the army at that point, but that his majesty wanted 
to prove to Napoleon the possibility of effecting a 
landing, as the Emperor, jealous of the enter- 
prise, had determined to oppose it in every way, 
and afterwards absolutely prohibited the French 
soldiers taking part in the expedition. 

This day I dined with a Sir Gilbert S g, 

where I met a Mr. W., both of whom tried to 
persuade me not to go to Murat's court; and 
although I confess I have been hugely tickled by 
his politeness, I have no serious intention of being 
presented in form. They all agreed that the at- 
tention I had this morning received at the review, 
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was an arranged scheme between Lady O. and 
the king, to decoy me to court ; where they said 
it might be of some consequence to parade an 
English officer under present circumstances. 
Their conjectures were confirmed by her lady- 
ship’s Swiss finding me out at Sir G.’s, and hand- 
ing me a billet-doux from la belle intrigante , asking 
me to look in at her ladyship’s. I accordingly 
went, and expressed my delight at the polite atten- 
tions I had received, my admiration of the king, 
his court, and his troops, but still resisted her 
ladyship’s entreaties about a formal presentation. 

Oct. 18 th. — At noon this day, I went by ap- 
pointment to Lady O.’s, where, with the addition 

of the family, was old sleek Lord F. M , 

looking as if he had just come out of a milk- 
bath ; also, my young friend, Mr. G., and Mr. 

H e, my painting one; Doctor R., the family 

Esculapius, whom lady O. told me they had picked 
up at sea, and who had been the surgeon of a 
man-of-war; there was also a clergyman, the Rev. 
Mr. T., tutor to young Alfred, and the family 
music-master. Lady Jane and Lady Fanny went 
on horseback. The first named is not pretty, but 
most accomplished and amiable ; the rest are 
clever, and have the fatal gift of beauty, especi- 
ally Lady Charlotte, who is a delightful creature, 
and promises to be perfectly beautiful ; she is 
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just at that attractive age, which wavers between 
the child and the woman. This lovely sylph-like 
creature is full of life and animation ; she was 
.my companion during the whole of this agree- 
able pic-nic . The next, Lady Fanny, has also a 
sharp wit, and is a great mimic, and seems fond 
of quizzing; they both run about like young 
colts, and treat the gentlemen as if they were 
posts or pillars. We bad also the youngest son 
with us, a fine romping wild boy, my lady’s pet, 
of course, who, I must say, is a charming woman, 
and I am quite sure must hold more hearts in 
thraldom than the old Lord F.’s, who seem9 to 
dote on her. My imagination, even now, when I 
behold her, the mother of so large a family, paints 
her to have been as near perfection as it i9 possi- 
ble for beauty on earth to be. 

I don’t know when I have spent so charming 
a day. We had our dinner on the grass, by the 
side of the lago dCAgnano. We also visisted the 
grotta del Cane y explored some ruins, and visited 
the country-house of Lucullus. In short, the bay, 
the ruins, the drive, the lake, a good dinner, 
plenty of champagne, wit, beauty, and lots of fun, 
made this pic-nic precisely what a pic-nic ought 
to be. 

On our return to the chiaja , where Lady O.’s 
mansion is, I spent a most agreeable evening with 
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this happy, talented, and united family. I had, 
during the day, many political confabs with her 
ladyship, who is all for Joachim. She tells me the 
Princess of Wales will be here shortly, and that 
she is on the look-out for a house ; Lady 0. and 
her royal highness are sworn friends. 

Oct. 19th. — This morning, Lady 0/s youngest 
son, Alfred, with his tutor, the Rev. Mr. T., and 
Doctor R., breakfasted with me, soon after which, 
Mr. H. M. and self started for Puzzuoli, Baiae, 
Misenum,&c. This excursion being first arranged, 
I was obliged to decline an invitation from Sir G. 

S , to accompany him and his party to the 

summit of Vesuvius. 

We again passed through Pausilippo’s Grot, 
and soon found ourselves at the ancient city of 
Puzzuoli, which was formerly of considerable 
size, and still exhibits many interesting remains 
of the olden time. I was particularly pleased 
with the pedestal of a statue, which, from the in- 
scription on it, showed it to have been formed in 
honour of Tiberius, who, during his reign had re- 
built several Grecian cities that bad been destroy- 
ed by an earthquake, the names of which, our 
cicerone pointed out to us; I think he said 
eight; but he so murdered and mixed up his 
classical learning with his Neapolitan jargon, 
that I could scarcely follow him. He was quite 
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a character, and talked with perfect non-chalance 
of male Dianas, and of she Endymions ! He had 
been nearly fifty years in his calling, and piqued 
himself not a little on having been guide to kings, 
princes, and men of high degree ; but I did not 
listen to and look on him with a favourable eye, 
my antiquarian affections being deposited at 
Rome, with my friend Giuseppe San Severino. 

The most interesting object here, is the temple 
of Jupiter Serapis, a most magnificent one, which, 
after having stood the pelting of the pitiless storm 
for so many ages, is in a wonderful state of pre- 
servation ; some of the columns are of a tremen- 
dous size, and it is said that old Neptune had it in 
his bosom for some time ! This vast temple 
stands on the borders of the god of ocean’s 
dominions, and although there is no written tradi- 
tion of the period when this inroad was made, still 
you can plainly perceive, that about twelve feet up 
each column, the waves have been beating and 
perforating the stone, forming crevices which are 
now filled with marine substances. 

The whole of this country seems to have under- 
gone most surprising transformations. A short 
distance from this spot, you see Monte-Nuova, 
which was rapidly formed by a volcano bursting 
forth from the middle of the lake Lucrinus, now 
nearly dry ; this took place in 1500. 


Digitized by v^.ooQle 



284 


THE BAY OF NAPLES. 


Not far distant is another volcanic mount, which 
produces, it is said, the famed Falernian wine ; I 
got a cup of wine, which, whether Falernian or 
not, tasted to my parched palate like nectar, for 
the day was very warm, and the exercise severe. 

We now hired a boat, and crossed the bay, 
which was famed as a secure and large port in 
ancient times. The remains of the old mole run 
for a considerable way out to sea ; it must have 
been a wondrous work of solid masonry, which 
is rendered still more surprising by the depth of 
water being eighty feet. We landed at a place 
called Bacola, on the other side, and walked to the 
Piscina Mirabile , with its Cento Camarille. This 
vast Roman work seems to have been originally 
intended as a reservoir for water. 

The Sybil’s Palace and other ruins, interested 
me. We traversed the Elysian fields, visited the 
famed port of Mysenum, and saw the site of the 
ancient town of Cuma. In short, we have been 
all day treading on classic and fairy land. From 
the promontory, the bay was perfect, w ith the fer- 
tile island of Procida, its castle and town, almost 
under our feet. 

We found, in this sheltered bay, my old friend 
Buonaparte’s brig-of-war. This looked rather 
suspicious on the part of Murat, who pretends to 
be courting the Congress, and eschewing bis 
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banished brother. It reminded me of the pro- 
verb of “ Two strings to your bow.” I proposed to 
board her, which Mr. H. assented to. We were 
admirably received, but the captain was not on 
board. Some of the old guard were there, doing 
duty as marines, and occasionally acting as sailors. 
We were informed that Murat would not allow 
them to go to Naples, although they were come to 
receive the Princess Pauline on board, and canry 
her to Elba. f This princess is married to a friend 
of mine, the Prince Borghese ; she is the hand- 
somest by far of all Napoleon’s sisters. 

After inspecting the Solfatara, the temples of 
Venus and Diana, the Sybil’s Grot, and the lake 
Avernus, we hurried home to fulfil an engage- 
ment I had made to dine with Count Mousbourg, 
Murat’s minister of finance, another proof of 
the mesh that has been made to entrap me. When 
ministers of state are ordered to feed one, there 
is more in it than meets the eye. I got home 
in good time, and was just dressed, when a cava- 
lier of ominous name, Fortunato , called and 

took a Mr. R y and myself in his carriage : to 

begin my diplomatic career in such company was 
at least fortunato. 

We found a large party already assembled, and 
after the suspense of half an hour, (quite diplo- 
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matic,) the minister entered, and rushing up to 
me, to the neglect of all the other guests, made a 
thousand apologies, and said, “ He had just been 
forced to send off a courier with dispatches of 
the utmost importance.* His excellency then 
said, he believed the dinner was on the table, 
and with many bows and grimaces, he absolutely 
handed me to the banquetting hall, which was 
splendidly lighted up, and exhibited a magnificent 
spread. 

The minister’s whole attention and conversa- 
tion were exclusively directed to me. I repeated 
to him the whole of ray interview with Napoleon, 
for who can be stingy of conversation when the 
viands are good, the wines superexcellent, and 
the whole thing in the best style, and you find 
yourself the lion of the night? I quizzed old 
Ferdinand, of tunny-fishing reputation, and talked 
about his being the expertest macaroni-eater 
when he was at Naples, and of his beating the 
mostadrQit of the Lazzaroni hollow, and drew the 
contrast between him and King Joachim ; talked 
with admiration of the latter’s masterly ma- 
noeuvres on the Champ-de-Mars, of my’gratitude 
for his great attention and condescension towards 
me, &c. This, I confess, was a little in the style of 
the Vicar of Bray ; but surely it would have been 
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bad taste to participate in the hospitalities of the 
count, and abuse his master ; besides, I was in the 
lion’s den, and c'est une bague au doigt, to know 
how to play your cards on particular occasions. 
Count Mousbourg and I were both playing a game, 
and essaying to fulfil the Italian proverb, “ II volto 
sciolto, gli pensieri stretti.” 

I must here remark, that whilst the royal game 
of humbug was going on between the two com- 
batants, nobody spoke, and all eyes were fixed on 
us. 

On retiring to take coffee, I was again placed 
on a sofa, next his excellency, and our confab was 
continued. It now became entirely political, his 
excellency trying to impress on my mind, how 
much it was his majesty Murat’s interest to ad- 
here, and give all his strength and power, to 
the allied cause. He told me also, how much 
adverse his master had been to the Russian cam- 
paign, although his majesty had so signalized him- 
self in it, and that during the whole advance, 
especially at Smolensko, he had warmly remon- 
strated with the Emperor on the impolicy and 
danger of advancing farther into an enemy’s 
country, and urged on Napoleon the necessity of 
concentrating his army on the Polish frontier, and 
patiently awaiting the ensuing spring. The 
count also added, that after his return here, he 


Digitized by LmOOQ le 



288 


DINING WITH A MINISTER. 


had written many most urgent letters to his bro- 
ther-in-law, advising him to make peace, and that 
after the battle of Bautzen, he had joined Napo- 
leon’s army with the sole intention of urging, in 
person, his earnest and anxious desire to bring 
about a general peace; that finding himself there, 
he had naturally taken a share in the battle of 
Leipsic, where it was well known he had saved 
the Emperor’s life. 

The beginning of this conversation took place 
during dinner, and then the count wanted to prove 
to me, that Murat and Napoleon were, previous 
to the Russian campaign, on such very bad terms, 
that had the French Emperor been successful, 
Murat, on his return, w r ould have been dethroned. 
The minister gave as a reason, that Napoleon 
was jealous of the many excellent improvements 
Murat had made for the benefit of his people, and 
that, although King Joachim wished to rule, and 
think, and act for himself, where the interests and 
happiness of the Neapolitan nation were concerned 9 
still, as a French general, he thought it a point of 
honour to fly to arms at the bidding of his impe- 
rial master ; thus accounting for the share he took 
in the Russian campaign. 

Our next subject was, his majesty’s projected 
conquest of Sicily, and the count condescendingly 
tried to prove how easily it would have been 
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accomplished but for the jealous interference of 
Napoleon. Little did his excellency know that 
his guest and listener had commanded, on that 
occasion, a most formidable battery of eight 
guns) ! commonly called grasshoppers , and carried 
for convenience on mule-back. 

It tickles me when I think what trash can 
sometimes gain notice. On this occasion, and when 
Murat made a landing, I was alone on the heights 
of Corcaracio , when a motley group of peasantry 
turned out to support me, some carrying a pitch- 
fork in one hand, and a gun in the other, mak- 
ing (to speak without punning) both arms useless . 

I wrote to the general of brigade, a ridiculous 
description of my midnight march; my dear and 

talented friend P m made a sketch of it; 

Major General B. transmitted it to Sir John 
Stewart, who sent it to Lord Amherst, who ab- 
solutely forwarded my highly-painted missive to 
the Secretary of State, to be handed down to ad- 
miring posterity in the archives of England ! 

I now gave my entertainer a few hints about the 
stumbling-blocks that would have been found to 
the conquest of Sicily, in the shape of British 
bayonets , supported by British bravery. Still the 
count thought that it might have been achieved 
by a coup de main , and before we were so well 
prepared. I allowed him to keep his own im- 

VOL* I. Q 
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praaeione, and shortly afterwards retired, every- 
body following my example. 

The count is one of the oldest and greatest 
friends Murat has, and married a cousin of his 
majesty. 


Digitized by L,ooQLe 



291 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

Court favour — Admiration of Napoleon— Offer of a regiment — 
Cartel Nuovo— St. Januarius — A visit to Mount Vesuvius— The 

palace of Portici — Dinner at Lady O- *s — Table talk — A 

breakfast with Murat and his court — Murat’s singular costume — 
Prince Esterhazy— The Queen — Splendid festival — Grand review 

— The royal stud — Breakfast at Lady O *s — The Archbishop 

of Portici — A soiree — A minister of state — A secret correspon- 
dence — A jealous lover — The Princess of Wales — Leave-taking 
—Departure from Naples. 


Naples, October 21st 

Yesterday morning, my friend the colonel of 
cuirassiers came early, took me to see his regiment’s 
interior economy, &c;, and hinted how well off all 
were under King Joachim. He then led me to the 
subject of Napoleon, &c. I had already often ex- 
pressed, in a rallying way, great admiration of 
both ; and amongst other wise things, I had said 
that my adoration for Napoleon was such, that I 
should think it an honour to brush his boots. How 

o 2 
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this expression had been twisted and turned I can*' 
not say ; but Colonel D., after beating about the 
bush for a long time, said, he had come to offer me 
the command of a cavalry regiment, if I should 
choose to remain in King Joachim’s service. I 
smiled and stared, hummed and hawed ; and then, 
in order to save time, said, I must at all events 
return to Genoa, to get my heavy baggage — that 
1 considered the offer a great honour, and as we 
were two friendly powers, it would also be neces- 
sary to obtain my sovereign’s consent. 

We afterwards went and sat a considerable time 
with Lady O., who seemed to be in the secret, and 
bent on seducing me; she talked enthusiastically 
of Murat, his military attributes, his popularity, 
generosity, magnificence, kc. 

The colonel then took me to Castello Nuovo, 
when we walked round the works. I find that the 
secret passage, or covered way, communicates 
with the old royal palace, which the viceroys^ 
during old Ferdinand’s reign, used to occupy, 
and not with the Portici one. 

I visited many churches; amongst others, the 
cathedral, where the body and blood of St. Janu- 
arius is preserved ; two bottles of clear crystal are 
shown as containing it. During the festival of St 4 
Januarius, the priest has a means of liquifying it, 
which astonishes the devout, as well as the vul- 
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gar, and when it does melt, it is reckoned a 
happy otnen. “The merry month of May,” 
the month on which this great ceremony takes 
place, is one, as all youths and maidens know, 
which thaws the blood and melts the heart! 

This morning, at six a. m , accompanied by my 
fid us Achates, started for Mount Vesuvius. The 
morning was not very favourable, and coming 
back we got a most complete ducking. People 
talk of the great fatigue attending this ascent. I 
thought nothing of it; it took me twenty-six mi- 
nutes to get up the crater, and ten to descend* 
You drive to Rosina, commonly called the Her- 
mitage, from whence, to the foot of the cone, or 
crater, you can proceed on donkey-back; and 
then, if you lack strength, you can be pulled up 
by the guides, who put their sashes and ropes 
under your arms, and tug you up by main force ; 
which operation they were performing on an old 
lady, who was attended by a very pretty daughter, 
who made her way up the pile of ashes with 
wonderful agility. 

As Peter Linnet and myself landed on the 
summit of this burning mountain, old Sol, as if 
to gratify us, peeped out from under a cloud, to 
show us the richest and most brilliant prospect I 
had ever beheld ; Naples at our feet, Castel-a- 
Mare in our front. It is curious to trace the 
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different streams of lava that have issued during 
recent irruptions. 

The crater of Vesuvius is far more curious and 
interesting than that of Etna. After standing on its 
crest to admire the splendid landscape, we got into 
the crater, and I turned to Peter Linnet, to ask 
him what he thought of it. After crossing him- 
self most devoutly once or twice, he replied, 
“Please your honour, it's for all the world like 
the devil’s workshop.” Peters conceit was per- 
fect ; if I was to describe for hours, I could not 
pourtray it better. The whole hollow which we 
walked over had, here and there, dense smoke 
issuing from various holes and fissures, and in some 
parts itwasso hot, that on poking ina pieceof stick, 
it came out flaming, and I lighted my cigar with 
it. Some places, especially near the mouth of 
the great crater, were so hot, that our boots were 
actually burnt. Of course we approached on the 
weather side, to avoid the dense sulphurous smoke 
that was issuing from it ; but a sudden change of 
wind might suffocate one in an instant. Peter 
refused to light a pipe, saying, as he crossed 
himself, " By the powers below, he thought the 
quid gentleman made smoke enough, without our 
adding to it.” 

We descended to the Hermitage, where I wetted 
his inside and my own with delicious draughts of 
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tetchrymce christi , in honour of the wetting the 
outer man had received. 

Peter, who now felthiraself more at hisease, had 
lighted the pipe, and was in the act of surveying 
his own figure with great complacency before a 
large old dim reflecting mirror, when I suddenly 
turned round to ask him to write his name in the 
travellers’ hook; when, taking up the pen, and 
surveying it with great contempt, “ he wondered 
how any gintleman could write with such a bad 
one, and for his part,* he must be excused.” On 
my urging him further, he at last made a cross, 
saying, ^ that was the way he always signed his 
name, for shortness, and be thought any other a 
heathenish practice.” 

We now drove to the palace of Poiftici, where 
orders bad been given for our reception by her 
majesty, to inspect the public, as welhas her own 
private museum. Here, amongst other things, 
such as vases, urns, sarcophagi, and household 
utensils, rings, coins, and wearing apparel, fee., 
were the walls of dwelling-houses and theatres, 
from Pompeii and Herculaneum, admirably 
arranged, showing the great perfection to which 
fresco painting had reached among the ancients. 

On returning into town, I proceeded to dine 
with Lady O. It was a family party, with the 
addition (besides myself) of Lord Frederick, who 
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eyed me askance, with no very friendly expres- 
sion. Nevertheless, the amorous old mouche 
basked in the sunshine of her ladyship's counte- 
nance, and skipped and capered about like a 
summer fly, when her lovely face directed a smile 
towards him. 

Politics, Murat and his court, and the ex- 
pected visit of the Princess of Wales, were tbe 
general topics of the evening, with the grand re- 
view that was to take place on the morrow, and 
at which Lady O. persuaded me to assist, giving 
me an invitation she had received for me to break- 
fast with his Neapolitan majesty, previous to its 
commencement. The plot thickens.. 

Oct. 25th. — I luckily had with me a cocked- 
hat, a long feather, my staff coat, blue em- 
broidered with silver, and two large silver epau- 
lettes, the uniform of a major of brigade of the 
great guns. I had just completed my toilette, 
when, about ten a.m., Lady O., Ladies Jane and 
Charlotte, drove to the inn-door, and I took my 
seat in their open carriage, and whirled off to the 
Champ de Mars, descending at the door of the 
grand pavilion. 

We were ushered in by splendidly attired 
lacqueys, in red and gold, with silken hose and 
powdered pates. The outer apartment of this 
vast tent was magnificently furnished. 
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We had not sat long in admiration of this 
eastern pavilion, when the Prince Esterbazy en- 
tered, in full Hungarian costume, accompanied by 
the Austrian ambassador. 

Lady O. immediately introduced me to both, 
and (all her ladyship’s geese were swans) she 
told them I was “ Adjutant-general to the En- 
glish army,” and that I was about to return to 
Genoa. The prince, looking very knowing, told me 
Lord William Bentinck had returned to Genoa, 
and gone off again ; but in true diplomatic style, 
he evaded my question as to the place whither he 
was gone. He added, that he had a letter of im- 
portance for Lord William, which Lady O. 
seemed very anxious I should take charge of. 
The Russian ambassador now came in, and the 
conversation became general, till at length the 
court were announced ; and in walked King 
Joachim, Queen Caroline, with the lords and 
ladies of their court in full costume. Several of 
the ministers and their ladies were of this party. 

His majesty, I was informed, had on the dress 
of high admiral of France, although to my 
mind it was more like that of a stage-player 
than any other, and evidently taken from the 
times of Henri Quatre . His doublet was 
rich in the extreme, and covered with stars and 
orders ; his cloak of purple velvet, his neck bare 
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with an embroidered shirt-collar df the whitest 
lace, to set off his jet-black ringlets as they rested 
on it ; a black Spanish beaver turned up in front 
with a loop and large diamond to do duty as a 
cockade, with three large and tremendous snow- 
white plumes gracefully waving in the wind. He 
had yellow boots and golden spurs, and 

“ His trusty blade, toledo bight. 

Descended from a baldric bright.” 

I really thought him a handsome fellow, with a 
most agreeable air; and as he went round the 
circle, I again thought of the poet’s words, as 
better suited to discribe Joachim than King 
James : 


“ The monarch's form was middle size ; 

For feat of strength, or exercis 
Shaped in proportion fair 

Again — 

u Light were his footsteps in the dance. 

And firm his stirrup in the lists ; 

And, oh ! he had that merry glance 
That seldom lady’s heart resists. 

Lightly from fair to fair he flew. 

And loved to plead, lament and sue : 

Suit lightly won, and short-lived pain; 

For monarchs seldom sigh in vain/’ 

But you will think I have said enough of this 
gay cavalier, this military Lothario, for it is whis- 
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per$d that he is <rio less terrible as a lady-killer, 
than as the ?bnave Sabreur, the mas-slayer. 

And new for the Quenn*~-IJer majesty was 
attired in a riding-habit, the body of which was 
tastefully embroidered, to imitate a light cavalry 
jacket. On each shoulder she had a gold epau- 
lette; the skirt of the habit was blue* bat the 
body greens the colour of Napoleon's coat. She 
bears the most striking resemblance; to her brother 
only that she is pale and delioate-looking ; her 
regular and beautiful features are &11 of intelli- 
gence and feminine grace. 

Lady.Ovtook an early opportunity of presenting 
me to their majesties* with the old story of ad- 
jutant-general to the' army, — her ladyship con- 
tusing my explanation of my duties of brigade- 
major, which, I informed her, placed meat the 
head of the staff of the royal artillery, with those 
of < tbe.army generally. 

The. Kicgwas very facetious, and paid me , seve- 
ral compliments, or rather the army and , arm I 
appertained to. The, Queen asked me how Hiked 
Naples-mhow long 1 bad been herer— if I bad 
passed through Bome-«-and whether Xhelonged to 
the a land or the sea-service, &c. 

His majesty now entered into a Jong confab 
with lad y ‘0«, at which I was repeatedly called on 
to assist. I was asked many questions about 
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Elba, and if Napoleon had made good roads : he 
also talked of the Emperors intention of occupy- 
ing Pienosa, and about the various fortresses he 
had been repairing. 

Lady O. exulted much about the news lately 
arrived, of our having thrashed the Americans 
and taken their capital (Washington); Murat 
pretended to be much pleased, and called her a 
true Englishwoman. 

The Prince Achille, the eldest son of the King, 
was present, and also three maids of honour. We 
now proceeded to the next apartment — for this 
huge tent was divided into two large compart- 
ments — where a table was sumptuously laid out, 
everything being of solid gold. The viands in- 
cluded every imaginary delicacy, with all the 
choicest wines. 

The Queen did not sit down, but walked round 
the table, talking with great affability to every one 
in turn; she certainly is very beautiful. The 
war minister was the only one who took his seat 
at table ; all of the general officers in attendance 
stood ; I was placed between Lady Jane and a 
very handsome Neapolitan princess, one of the 
dames d’honneur, whose name I forgot to inquire. 
The attendance was admirable, and the royal 
liveries were all in imitation of the Prince Re-^ 
gent’s. 
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After this splendid repast was concluded, on 
sallying from the tent, an equerry came up to me 
to inquire whether I would prefer going in one of 
the royal carriages, or on horseback. I chose the 
latter, and a beautiful English chesnut horse, 
thorough bred and finely caparisoned, was in- 
stantly brought up ; I mounted, and accompanied 
his majesty throughout the day. 

There were several brigades of artillery, four 
regiments of cavalry, and about fifteen thousand 
infantry. His majesty conversed freely with me 
about the manoeuvres of all arms, but especially 
of cavalry, and when any blunder was committed, 
always made some palliating remark. He often 
asked me how I liked my chesnut, and gave me 
his pedigree* &c. This splendid soldier (for so 
he is in the widest sense of the phrase) had evi- 
dently managed to inspire his army with love, 
ardour, and enthusiasm; for after a variety of 
manoeuvres, (such as changing position, covered 
by artillery, and protected by cavalry, who charged 
repeatedly ; eschellon of columns and numerous 
deployments,) the troops marched passed pre- 
vious to filing off to their different cantonments, 
and the enthusiasm they exhibited was surprising. 
I could not help repeatedly remarking this to his 
majesty. The infantry, as they past, at least 
many of them, threw their firelocks into the air, 
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(which they managed to do most adroitly,) every 
company cheering, and vociferating “ viva nostra 
re Joachino /” at the very top of their voices. 

During the day , the young Prince Achille rode 
up to me repeatedly, when the burthen of his 
song always was, how much he regretted his re- 
giment of blade home (hussars) was not present* 
that I might see him “ charge at their bead.” 

The review lasted till dusk, when the royal 
cortege dashed across the champ-de-mars, where 
we took leave of their majesties, they getting 
into their travelling carriage ; but Lady O.’s lan- 
dau was cut off from us by the pressure of the 
troops, and i was obliged to ride bads, with an 
avant courier clearing a passage for me to get 
through. My friend the chesnut, rather fiery and 
very spirited, was j pretty well cooled down before 
I quitted him, {which Lnow did, handing him over 
to an English jockey, dressed in the royal livery, 
who had {followed me throughout this long land 
fatiguing day. 

Oct. 23d.rr*tl went fey appointment to view the 
royal stud, where I saw some very fine horses 
and several English grooms. The Prefeetus 
JEquitum (the master of the horse) treated .roe 
with great respect and attention. I afterwards 
proceeded to Lady O.’s; and accompanied her and 
two of her daughters to see ythe house sherhad 
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hired for the Princess of Wales, as I /am charged 
to give a particular account of it to her royal 
highness, who Lady O. thinks will be at Florence 
by the time I get there, and her ladyship .pro- 
poses giving me a letter of introduction and other 
dispatches. 

: Qct. 24th.— Went to Lady O., at the early hour 
of nine to breakfast; and at eleven, Lady O., Lady 
Charlotte, Lady Fanny, young Alfred, and myself, 
got into the earriage,,and drove to the archbishop’s 
at Portici, from whence we proceeded to the 
country-house of the grand judge, near Pompeii, 
and found a large party and a magnificent dinner; 
after which we returned to the palace of the arch- 
bishop, and passed a most agreeable evening. He 
is a delightful old man, full of information, and 
the most liberal churchman .of his (persuasion I 
ever conversed with. He advocates a cause which 
would be the stepping-stone to respect for the 
Romish church, by doing away with celibacy 
among her clergy, <xr rather among canons 
of the church. 

Roth at the dinner and the soiree I conversed 
with many agreeable people; at the latter I had 
a long dish of politics with Prince Penitelli, 
Murat’s- secretary of state, who was evidently in- 
structed to play the same game with mens his in- 
ferior colleagues had done, priming me with a 
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view to a favourable report of Murat on my re- 
turn to Genoa, Lady O. took me home with her, 
where we found Lady Jane, and old Lord Frede- 
rick, anxiously awaiting our return. Lady Jane, 
with great exultation, handed to me the Nea- 
politan gazette, with along account of the review, 
the grand dejeun6 a la fourchette, &c., il Signore 
Maggiore Maxwell’s name standing conspicuous 
among the principal personages on the occasion. 
I shall certainly purchase a few copies of this 
document, to exhibit to my friends the strange 
card I have been made to play ; I never took 
myself for a trump before ; I trust I shall not be 
discarded on my return. 

Oct. 25th. — Went with G and H — — e, to 

call on Lady O. I was closeted with her ladyship 
for a considerable time, when we arranged a key 
for our future correspondence. This project she 
had often talked of, and I, much amused with the 
idea, entered into it. I had heard of the rascally 
manner in which letters were treated at the Nea- 
politan post-office, and the system of police regu- 
lations now in force, and readily entered into the 
plot of deceiving them, when my reward was to 
be so fair a correspondent. Besides, I felt deeply 
interested in the inmates of this charming family, 
and I blush to own it, somewhat spoony about 
Lady Charlotte. 
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The key fixed on ran thus : Joachim was to be 
styled the Peacock; bis queen, the Dove; his mi- 
nisters, Magpies ; his army, Mice; Napoleon, the 
fabled Phoenix ; Elba, the Ashhole ; his brig, the 
Craft ; the Prince Regent, Bluebeard; the Princess, 
Fair Rosalind; the English army, Lobsters ; Lord 
William Bentinck, Baron Trench ; Lord Castle- 
reagh, Harleauin ; and the Congress of Vienna, 
the Masquers . 

At this period, we were interrupted by Lord 
Frederick, who came limping into the boudoir, 
looking daggers at me. We certainly, on the 
abrupt entrance of his lordship, exhibited a suspi- 
cious appearance ; for her ladyship blushed bun- 
dled up the papers, and then laughed, and patted 
most affectionately his lordship’s grey whiskers. 
During this tender operation, I absconded. 

I returned at five o’clock to dinner, and having 
previously paid my bills, and made all my prepa- 
tions for a start, I accompanied them to the 
opera. Lady O. had in the evening given me 
my credentials and instructions, should I en route 
encounter the Princess of Wales. 

Sir James and myself, on reaching our inn, 
found all ready, and Peter Linnet witb a huge 
brace of pistols stuck in his girdle, and himself 
half screwed. Posters came, and half an hour 
after midnight, with many regrets, we bade adieu 
to Naples. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 


Return to Rome— Revenge is sweet — Giuseppe again — Letter to 
Lady O. — Procession of the Pope— Dinner at Torlonia’s — Duke 
of Saxe Coburg — Conversation with Cardinal Fesche — His 
hatred of the English — Arrival of the Princess of Wales at 
Rome — Interview with the Princess — Her suite — Her singular 
manners and habits— Lady Elizabeth Forbes — Sir William GeU 
— Keppel Craven — The Princess's reception of the Roman 
officials — Lucien Buonaparte and his American wife — Dr. Hol- 
land — High-mass performed by the Pope— Cardinal Ruffo— 
Another visit to the Princess of Wales — The King and Queen 
of Spain— The King and Queen of Etruria— Return to Flo- 
rence — The falls of Temi — Peter Linnet’s notion of a waterfall 
— Perugia — Site of the battle of Thrasimene — Arezzo — A sleepy 
postilion — A fair landlady— A roguish post master- Arrival at 
Florence— The Grand Duke and his daughters— The Countess 
of Albany — The Bella Ballerina again. 

Rome, October 27 th. 

Here I am at Rome once more, having landed 
at the Albergo d’Espagna at half-past sis: this 
evening; pot following the iproverb of cAt va 
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piano va sano, for we travelled night and day, 
a briglia sciolta — that is to say, as hard as we 
could pelt ; thus reversing the order of general- 
ship, and making the retreat as rapid as the ad* 
vance had been slow. 

The Italians say, la vendetta e dolce — >“ revenge 
is sweet if so, I had my share ; for, on getting 
to the Neapolitan frontier, and again showing my 
passport at Fondi, I was treated with the great- 
est consideration, and informed, that the imper • 
tinent commissaire who had impeded my advance 
on Naples, had been removed by order of theKing. 
I had told him at the time I would report him, 
never dreaming that such opportunity would 
occur ; but in my first conversation with 
Murat, I had casually mentioned the circumstance, 
and he had ordered the thing to be inquired 
into ; the result was as above stated. 

Oct. 28 th.— My first move this morning was 
to find out my respected friend, Giuseppe Sanse- 
verino, who absolutely eapered with joy when he 
beheld me, and it was with much difficulty I 
restrained him from imprinting an antiquarian 
kiss on my blushing cheek. He told me there 
had been a paucity of visitors, and little doing in 
his line. I next bent my steps to the post-office, 
and with fear and trembling broke the seal of a 
missive, bearing the well-known superscription of 
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my respected commander and late fellow-traveller, 
Black Jack. Apprehensive of bad news, 1 
luckily found good, telling me that Lord W. had 
not yet returned, and that my leave was extended 
to the 12th November. 

Not having much to do, per passare il tempo 
I amused myself by concocting a letter to my 
friend, Lady O., in the cypher agreed on. This 
symbolical style of composition rather puzzled me 
at first, but when complete, I rejoiced in my 
handywork. I have kept no copy, so I cannot 
enlighten you with it. 1 had faithfully promised 
her ladyship to write from Rome, and to give her 
all the information I could, relative to all the 
movements of her royal highness, who, I ascer- 
tained, was approaching Rome, via Sienna, and 
that she was to arrive here on Monday, the 31st, 
and that as Sir James wished to proceed to Flo- 
rence by the Perugia road, and as I was inclined 
to take the same, for the purpose of visiting the 
falls of Terni, as well as the field of battle where 
the Carthaginian beat the Roman on the border 
of the lake Thrasimene, I decided (and per- 
suaded my fellow-traveller to do the same) to 
await the coming of the Princess. 

To-day I went to see the return of his holiness, 
the Pope, from his summer residence at Albano. 
The streets, as the holy father passed along, were 
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lined by weeping crowds, imploring his benedic- 
tion, of which the venerable saint-like Pius was 
not economical, for he kept his right hand and 
arm in constant motion, making the sign of the 
cross, with his thin pale lips constantly in motion., 
pronouncing his pious benediction. 

Oct. 30th. — To-day I dined with the Duke of 
Bresciano,a well-known rich Roman banker, who 
has lately bought himself a dukedom. I per- 
suaded Sir James to put on his uniform, I doing 
the same, to render homage to old Torlonia’s 
new dignity. The house, their country residence, 
is very close to the city, and is fitted up with sur- 
prising splendour and magnificence. There were 
present several princes and nobles, all of whom 
were greedy after English news and English poli- 
tics, and flocked round me, swallowing what I 
said, and gaping for more, like a nest full of 
young Magpies. 

I sat next at dinner to the Prince of Saxe- 
Gotha, brother to the reigning Duke ; he was 
polite, conversable, and communicative. On talk- 
ing about the expected arrival of the Princess of 
Wales, I had a little badinage with his highness 
about the cruelty of presenting himself to her— 
from his striking resemblance to the Prince Re- 
gent ! This tickled him. There certainly is a 
strong family likeness. He then traced to me 
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his consanguinity to the royal house of England. 
This suty'ect led to a long conversation about the 
family feud, and the Prince’s treatment r of the 
fair lady, but as I have no desire to be indicted 
for scan-mag, I shall not venture to insert it. His 
royal highness seemed astonished when I in- 
formed him, that the Princess was about, not only 
to proceed to Naples, but to be there domiciled^ 
We both agreed, that she would be a trump-card, 
and strengthen Marat’s hand, when he played his 
game with the Congress, and with England ! 

As I sipped my coffee, I had a long conversa- 
tion with another of the party, no less a perso- 
nage than Napoleon’s uncle, the celebrated Car- 
dinal Fesche. He knew of my having visited 
Elba, and of my recent arrival from Naples ; and 
one of the first questions has eminence asked me, 
was, if the Emperor’s brig was still there, and why 
the Princess Pauline had not as yet embarked? 
I rendered all the information I possessed, and 
essayed by every means in my power to induce 
this wary prelate to talk familiarly about his 
family; and to this end I emperored, kinged, and 
queened, the whole family in high style. But he 
looked suspicious, and evinced shyness for the 
subject. The only topic he entered freely on, 
was his collection of paintings, supposed to 
be one of the finest in Europe ; he said he 
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should rejoice to hand it down to posterity, and 
that he would dispose of it to a crowned head for 
half its value, and take payment by instalments* 
or in any other way. His eminence’s physiog- 
nomy does not betoken talent ; he is a fat, halo, 
ruddy-complexioned personage, of about (I should 
say) five-and-forty ; he seemed to entertain both 
fear and aversion for the English. 

After our chasse caffee, and a due proportion 
of chit-chat, we returned to Rome, and in the 
evening went by invitation to her grace the bank- 
eress’s town-house ; this being a fete ckampetre , 
which she generally managed during the fine sea- 
son to give every Sunday, the banking business 
forcing the Duke to pass the rest of the week in 
town. The Cardinal popped in whilst we were 
there ; on seeing Sir James and I, he grew as 
red as his own stockings, and I could trace un- 
easiness on his countenance. 

October 31st. — About half-past four o’clock, 
p. m., her royal highness the Princess of Wales 
drove up to the door of the hotel I was living at, 
of whieh I had previously been warned, whilst 
lounging in front of it this morning, by seeing a 
horseman on a jaded nag approach it at his ut- 
most speed. This cavalier was booted, Spurred, 
and bespattered, and double thonging, with a 
huge whip, right and left, at a desperate rate, to 
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attract the attention of the Roman citizens. This 
fine, tall, broad-shouldered, curly-pated chap, as 
he pulled up at the inn-door, looked as if he 
was “ Big with the fate of Cato and of Rome !” 
When he dismounted, and I ventured to approach 
and address him, his bearing was haughty and 
consequential, and all I could get out of him 
was, that her royal highness would arrive about 
four o’clock. His holiness had sent a guard of 
honour to greet the Queen of England, (as she 
was here styled,) and numbers of well-dressed 
male and female Romans had collected to witness 
the arrival of her royal highness. 

I scarcely gave her royal highness time to dis- 
mount, before I handed in my dispatches ; soon 
after which, the Hon. Mr. Keppel Craven sent 
to say he wished to speak to me ; the Princess 
had sent him to say she would be very happy if 
I could dine with her ; and added, he thought in 
about an hour. I proceeded to make my toilette, 
when ten minutes had scarcely elapsed before 
another messenger arrived to say, that her royal 
highness wished to see me immediately ; and on 
entering the apartment, I found the interesting 
travellers already at table. 

The Princess received me most graciously, and 
I had the honour of being placed near her royal 
highness, who addressed her conversation princi- 
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pally to me. Amongst other things, she said, 
that in consequence of what the Grand Duke 
had told her at Florence, she intended to conti- 
nue her route to Naples with as little delay as 
possible — adding, she would tell me more upon 
this subject at a future period. 

The suite of her royal highness consisted of 
one dame d’bonneur, Lady Elizabeth Forbes, who 
told me she knew my_ sister and sister-in-law in- 
timately ; Sir William Gell, a clever and intelli- 
gent dandy, who addressed me, by asking many 
questions about Naples and its environs, and 
got me to give him an account of my visit to 
Pompeii ; the Hon. Keppel Craven, whom I 
have already mentioned ; and Captain Hesse, 
whom I knew before, and had la$t seen on the 
summit of Arthur’s-seat at Edinburgh. Her royal 
highness seemed to know my birth, parentage, 
and education, and talked to me about the 
Duchess of Bedford, then in Italy, and other of 
my great relations. She asked me many ques- 
tions about Murat and his court, making me 
describe his dress, and that of his chamberlain 
and equerries; she then said, “ How very odd,^ 
our taste so similar, — mine almost de same,” — her 
royal highness’s accent and pronunciation being 
quite German. 

The Princess became quite excited at the simi- 
VOL. i. p 
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larity of gustos between her and his Neapolitan 
majesty, and much to the discomfiture of the two 
fine gentlemen her chamberlains, she first coaxed, 
then desired them to withdraw, and dress, and 
return to exhibit themselves in fulj costume, and 
presently in walked what might have been “ The 
Two Gentlemen of Verona,” or any other comic 
or tragic heroes one likes to picture, with doub- 
lets, cloaks, Spanish hats and boots, much the 
same as I had beheld, and had been describing, 
the Neapolitan peacock when in full plumage. 

Her royal highness now retired to make her 
toilette, which completed, we all assembled in the 
drawing-room, ease and good- humour prevailing. 
The first order that was given, her royal high- 
ness and all of us lending our aid, was to put 
the room into fashionable disorder, by pulling the 
chairs and tables about, altering the position of 
formally arranged sofas, and so-forth. 

This was the first time I had ever been ad- 
mitted behind the scenes, and a more amusing 
comedy I never saw performed. Her royal high- 
ness ran about here and there, romping, chat- 
tering, and wondering who would come to visit 
her, &c. Sir W. G., with easy indifference, treat- 
ed her most unceremoniously, kneeling in front 
of her, or she running to consult him, &c. 

The reception began with the entrance of the 
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Pope’s secretary of state, Cardinal Pacca, who 
was sent in his holiness’s name to welcotoe her 
royal highness to Rome, and to apologize for the 
non-appearance of bis master. Then appeared 
the Duke of Bresciano, in the shape of old Tor- 
lonia, the banker, to whom her highness (haying 
an eye to business) talked for some time; he 
was in full fig, with bag, wig, and sword. Next 
appeared the English consul, Mr. D 1, fol- 

lowed by all the English residents and travellers 
then at Rome. Between each act, it was curious 
to hear the remarks and see all the moves that 
took place behind the scenes ; the Princess run- 
ning from one to another, like a giddy, gay girl, 
just escaped from a boarding-school. 

The plot began to thicken, when Lucien Buo- 
naparte, with his handsome transatlantic wife, 
was announced. He is a stout, austere looking 
character. He has the Buonaparte face, with the 
Johnsonian eyebrow, and looks the author. His 
fair partner is a tall majestic figure, with large 
black eyes, fine face, beautiful hair, and broad 
white shoulders, and one of the finest women I 
ever beheld in the gigantic line. Her royal 
highness paid Lucien most marked attention. 

Several Romans, both male and female, came 
during the evening, but their names I did not as- 
certain, nor did I that of a Saxon Princess. It 

p 2 
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was most amusing to behold the variety of courtly 
salutations that took place, and the different gra- 
dations of respect that were shown to her royal 
highness, fashioned, I presume, by the varied 
political feeling and bearing they held towards 
her royal husband. Lady Elizabeth and myself 
had great fun, quizzing and laughing at some of 
the characters, and the various costumes, and her 
royal highness was not backward in enjoying her 
joke, and passing her remarks at the end of each 
act, and before the curtain again rose. 

November 1st.— Sir James, Doctor Holland, 
(another of the suite of the Princess,) and my- 
self, after breakfast, accompanied Lady Elizabeth 
Forbes to the Pope’s palace, to see high mass 
performed in its chapel, by Pius the Seventh, in 
person, in high pontifical robes. It was really a 
grand and most splendid sight, every cardinal 
being present in his state dress, all doing 
homage at the conclusion of the mass to the 
sovereign pontiff. Several prostrated themselves 
to kiss the toe of the representative of St. Peter 
uoon earth, the keeper of the keys of heaven. 
All passed the holy father in review order, 
kneeling and kissing his holy hand, whilst he sat 
on his earthly throne, with his triple-crown upon 
his head. The poor old man tottered and shook 
as he went through the long and fatiguing 
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ceremony, and seemed to suffer under the weight 
of state costume ; I have no doubt, he inwardly 
repeated the celebrated words of Cardinal 
Wolsey, 

“ Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye.” 

Some of the poor old cardinals seemed equally 
tired of the pomp and glory thus imposed on 
them, if one might judge by their hollow cheeks 
and sunken eyes. Amongst the most famed of 
these, was Cardinal Ruffo, who sat on the left of 
the throne. The stout robust frame of Cardinal 
Fesche, contrasted strongly with the age and in- 
firmity around him. The day was that of All- 
Saints, one of the greatest festivals in the Roman 
calendar. 

On my return from this magnificent spectacle, 
I despatched another letter to my friend Lady O., 
and then presented myself to the Princess, to 
take leave. Her royal highness received me, if 
possible, more graciously than she had done the 
preceding evening — talked a great deal about my 
brother Murray, whom she praised as one of the 
best dancers she had ever danced with, and 
which her royal highness said she had often done ; 
she then made some remark about his marriage, 
lamenting the same, and finishing by saying 
what a fine fellow he was, and what a favourite 
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of hers. She then went on to explain, that the 
Grand Duke, when she was at Florence, had 
heard from Vienna, that everything was arranged 
that Murat should remain on the Neapolitan 
throne, &c., and repeated her anxiety to get to 
Naples. She asked me what kind of a looking 
woman his Queen was, and if Murat himself was 
not very handsome. Lady Elizabeth Forbes was 
extremely kind, and told me she had already writ- 
ten about me to Lady Westmoreland, then at Flo- 
rence, and to whom her royal highness begged 
me to remember her. Both the Princess and 
her lady of the bedchamber repeatedly pressed 
me to remain a short time longer. During my 
visit, which lasted a long time, the King and 
Queen of Spain, with the King and Queen of 
Etruria, came up to pay their compliments, and 
were most graciously received. When they re- 
tired, the Duchess of Chambery was ushered in ; 
she is sister of the King of Sardinia, and her 
royal highness presented me to her, as quar- 
tered in her brother’s dominions, adding many 
agreeable things. 

At two, p. m., my impatient, kind-hearted, 
good-humoured, but restless friend, the Irish 
baronet, and myself took our departure for Civita 
Castellano, five posts from the Eternal City. 

Nov. 2d. — The unrelenting Hibernian left me 
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little time to repose on the rock we had chosen 
to roost on for the night, for he was at my bed- 
side long ere morning, and had me dressed, 
packed, and placed in my little carriage at a 
quarter past four, a. m. Instead of travelling 
like a baronet and a gentleman, he proceeds like 
a bagman, who has some great order to execute 
in London on a certain day ; his excuse, however, 
is, that he must be in town on a certain day and 
hour. 

After dawn, the country we passed through 
appeared rich and beautifully variegated. We 
changed horses at Berghetto, Astricoli, and 
Narni, all of which places are prettily situated 
on the tops of hills. 

About half-past eleven, a. m., we arrived at the 
town of Terni, placed in a lovely vine-studded 
valley, between two branches of the river Neva. 
This is said to be a place of great antiquity, has 
a cathedral, several convents, and a considerable 
population. It claims the honour of having 
given birth to two emperors, and to Tacitus, the 
historian ; the latter-named event made me hail 
it with especial complacency. 

We ordered something to eat at the posthouse, 
the master of which furnished us with another 
carriage and horses, and passing through a 
richly variegated and highly picturesque country 
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as well as the romantically placed hamlet of 
Papegna, we arrived at, as our driver called them, 
Le Cadute delle Marmore, or as they are more 
commonly styled, “ The Falls of Terni,” from 
which town they are distant about four miles. 
The Velino, which forms them, is a dark impe- 
tuous torrent, consisting of streams which collect 
on very high table land, and precipitate themselves 
into the river Neva, (running quietly in the 
valley below,) with infinite force and grandeur, 
over a perpendicular precipice, I should say of at 
least four hundred feet. The first view of them 
strikes awe and astonishment into the heart of the 
beholder. These cascades may well be considered 
the finest in Europe ; in point of surrounding 
scenery, I should think they cannot find their 
equal in the known world. 

As Peter Linnet had never beheld a waterfall, 
we tied a handkerchief round his eyes, and led 
him blindfold to the point from which you behold 
it in its greatest graudeur. “"Well, what do you 
think of that, Peter said I, as he withdrew the 
napkin. After rubbing his eyes, and gazing for a 
considerable time in a kind of extatic agony, ap- 
parently unable to articulate, or rather find words 
to express his admiration and astonishment, at 
last, on being pressed to answer if he had ever 
seen anything like that before, “ The Lord spare 
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your honour, and sure havn’t I seen, after a 
shower of rain, the blissed water from heaven 
that fell from the housetop into an ould beer 
barrel placed below ?” 

On returning to our inn, we found a good 
dinner prepared, which we speedily dispatched, 
and were again en route> a little past three o’clock. 
Everything foretold the approach of winter ; the 
autumnal tints were vanishing, and the leaves 
were falling and the wind was bleak. Towards 
nightfall we got to Spoletti, a wild deserted look- 
ing place, situated on a hill, with its castle placed 
on an opposite one ; the two connected by an old 
Roman bridge, built on piles. This is a wondrous 
work, and well worthy examination ; it also serves 
to cross the rapid Marreggia, which forces a 
passage between the said mountains. I was very 
much disposed to stop here for the night, but the 
albergo did not look inviting ; and, besides, 
although I detest to make toil of a pleasure, I 
was willing to indulge “ Young Rapid,” aal knew 
his whims could not annoy me farther than .Flo- 
rence ; so I whiffed a cigar, sipped a cup of wine, 
and composed myself for sleep in the corner of 
the caleche. 

I was disturbed during the night, by hearing 
Signore Pietro uttering the most tremendous 
oaths, and cursing with all his heart and soul 
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the postillione , who, it appeared, had fallen asleep 
and taken us two miles beyond the station where 
he ought to have halted to change horses* 

We passed through Perugia before dawn, and 
as the shades of night gradually took their flight, 
the first thing that presented itself to our enrap- 
tured sight, was, as our postilion informed us, 
La Lago di Perugia, sometimes called La Lago 
di Trasemeno. 

Here, then, was fought the celebrated battle 
ofThrasemene, which the African general gained 
over the Roman consul. My enthusiasm here 
became so decided, that “ Young Rapid” durst 
not interfere with it, and I ordered the postilion 
first to drive slow, and then to pull up. On 
reaching the exact spot where the battle took 
place, the bad generalship of Flaminius became 
apparent, for no able commander would have 
risked his army in such position, pent in as he 
must have been on all sides. 

At Camucia we stopped to breakfast, and whilst 
the same was preparing, in despite of the persua- 
sions of my flying friend, I determined to see 
Cortona, which is finely situated at the top of a 
very high pyramidal hill, at the bottom of which 
the posthouse of Camucia is placed. My under- 
taking was a breather, my reward a very fine view 
of Perugia, Arezzo, and the rich valley, com- 
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monly styled the Valdi Chiano, where the Tuscan 
grape flourishes. 

We next reached Arezzo, the frontier town on 
the Florentine side. This beautifully placed city 
is also on a rising ground, and at the confluence 
of the Chiano with the Arno. It is a pretty pic- 
turesque-looking place, its women very handsome, 
and very tastefully and neatly dressed. How 
many spots one fancies in travelling one could 
fix on as a residence for life ! This charming 
town of Arezzo, hallowed in my mind as the 
birth-place of Petrarch, would have been one of 
my selection. 

About eight o’clock in the morning, (Nov. 3d,) 
we reached Levane, dead beat, the road from 
Arezzo to this place being execrable. The 
stations in the Tuscan states are more distant, 
and the posts worse served than in the Roman ; 
even the baronet was knocked up, and we got 
out, at not a bad inn, where we found a very 
pretty girl who acted as waiter and cham- 
bermaid, and who told us she was landlady into 
the bargain. The fair Tuscan gave us a petit 
souper , with some excellent juice of the grape, 
which was in flasks, with a little Florence oil 
poured on the top to keep the external air 
from the wine ; it was corked with a bit of loose 
cotton, which serves, to draw away the oil when 
you want to get at the vinous fluid. 
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Nov. 4th. — We were off by three hours after 
midnight, and after getting over most iniquitous 
bone-setting roads, and by turns coaxing post- 
boys and bullying postmasters, (who, by-the-bye, 
are the most consummate scoundrels in this coun- 
try, trying at every turn to impose on you, by 
making you take three, sometimes four horses,) 
we arrived at Florence about eleven o’clock, a. m., 
where we descended at my old friend Schneider’s, 
with only one solitary paola between us. The 
hotel was crammed to excess, and he could only 
accommodate me. But this made very little differ- 
ence, as Sir James and myself had agreed to se- 
parate here. He is a fine good-natured, open- 
hearted young Emeralder, and now that I am no 
longer to be saddled with this “ flying childers,’’ 
I wish him well. 

Florence is inundated, and England has broken 
loose to follow in the wake of the banished 
Princess. Lord and Lady Holland are here, as is 
Lady Westmoreland, to whom I this evening 
delivered my message from the Princess. 

A warm-bath and an excellent breakfast made 
me feel like a refreshed giant, as I looked from a 
window of this splendid establishment, under 
which the Arno was majestically rolling. I be- 
lieve I have before mentioned, that this hotel was 
formerly a palace belonging to the Medici family. 
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After breakfast, I hurried off to seek for the 
church of the Reparata, (now called Santa 
Maria-del-Fiore,) to view the locale where the 
tragic scene took place, when the great Lo- 
renzo was wounded and his brother Juliano 
killed. 

I next proceeded to the Palazzo Pitti, the resi- 
dence at present of the reigning Grand Duke, 
whom I met crossing the court-yard, accompanied 
by his two daughters, nice-looking young girls. 
The physiognomy of the Grand Duke was 
mild and sensible, and both he and the young 
Princesses threw gracious smiles to me, in re- 
turn for the salute I administered to them as 
they passed. 

Having time on my hands before dinner, I 
directed my steps to the palace of the Countess 
of Albany, the once reuowned mistress of the poet 
Alfieri, and the pretendress to the crown of 
England ; she is a dignified old lady, anything 
but handsome, though the world says, she once 
possessed beauty in a high degree. 

I took a farewell dinner with my friend Sir 
James, who had a brother baronet with him, 
Sir William Chatterton, after which we pro- 
ceeded to the theatre of the Cucumbers, where 
the beloved of Lieutenant D., the often-men- 
tioned Marietta Conti, was dancing and acting 
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divinely; she has become a first-rate favourite 
with the' Florentine public, and is now consi- 
dered one of the first actresses in Europe, as far 
as pantomimic effect goes. 


END OF VOL. I. 
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